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T  T  was  now  the  beginning  of  September.  Prison. 
-*•  For  two  whole  dreary  months  had  I  been 
a  prifoner  ;  but  it  was  not  fo  much  that  fa6t 
which  at  times  weighed  on  my  mind,  as  the 
ftate  of  uncertainty  regarding  the  Prince's 
movements,  joined  to  the  knowledge  of  my 
dear  old  friend  Kingfburgh's  being  at  that 
moment  confined  in  Fort  Auguftus,  thrown 
into  a  damp  dungeon,  loaded  with  irons ! 
And  if  his  poor  wife  mould  hear  of  it !  My 
heart  bled  for  her  mifery.  Really,  but  for 
knowing  all  this,  and  being  fo  far  from  home, 
I  mould  have  been  comfortable  enough  ;  and 
truly  did  it  aftonifh  me  to  have  to  receive 


Atitobiography  of  Flora  Ml  Donald. 

ladies  and  gentlemen  who  actually  came  on 
board  to  fee — whom  do  you  fuppofe,  dear 
Maggie  ? — my  ain  fimple  Highland  felf !  I 
A  Hon.  was  made  a  fight  of  as  being  "  The  Prince's 
Preferver,"  which  was  a  name  I  liked  to 
hear  from  the  Jacobite  ladies ;  but  others  of 
a  different  way  of  thinking  ftigmatifed  me 
as  "  The  fair  rebel  who  had  faved  the  Pre- 
tender's life."  So  there  were  daily  crowds 
of  people  flocking  to  fee  the  wonderful  Mifs 
M 'Donald  !  How  filly  all  this  was !  It  was 
really  abfurd.  Yet  fome  were  very  kind,  mak- 
ing me  nice  pretty  prefents  as  remembrances 
of  their  vifiting  me  on  board  the  fhip,  and 
ufeful  articles  too.  Plenty  of  threads  and 
needles  came  for  Katie,  and  a  lady  brought 
a  Bible  and  Book  of  Prayer,  which  delighted 
me  very  much,  not  having  been  able  to 
procure  for  myfelf  a  copy  of  God's  blefled 
Word  fince  leaving  home.  I  did,  indeed, 
more  than  ever  need  its  daily  perufal,  fo 
ftrengthening  and  confoling  are  its  holy  pro- 


Invite  them  to  Dine. 


miles  at  any  time,  but  more  efpecially  in  the 
hour  of  trial  and  diftrefs. 

Some  of  the  lady  vilitors  came  fo  often, 
that  Captain  Knowier  told  me  I  was  perfe&ly 
welcome  to  offer  them  refrelhments,  or 
even  invite  them  to  dine  with  me,  if  I 
wifhed. 

And  now  I  muft  mention  an  amuling  fad. 
On  one  occafion  Lady  Mary  Cochrane,  who  Fancy, 
frequently  vifited  me,  had  come  to  pafs  the 
day  on  board,  and  a  breeze  fpringing  up,  (he 
requested  leave  to  remain  the  night,  being 
afraid  of  a  fmall  boat  in  fuch  a  high  wind. 
She  aflerted  this  as  the  reafon,  but  what, 
think  you,  was  her  fly  motive  ?  I  really, 
although  fo  long  ago,  can  fcarcely  fummon 
courage  to  ftate  what  may  be  confidered, 
from  my  pen,  a  piece  of  vanity.  There  being 
no  other  ladies'  cabin,  of  courfe  ihe  fhared 
mine,  and  while  we  were  preparing  for  reft, 
(he  confeffed  her  fole  defire  for  remaining  on 
board  was  a  wifh  to  be  able  to  tell  her 
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friends,  that  fhe  had  flept  in  the  fame  bed 
with  Mifs  Flora  M'Donald. 

Bed.  Now,  to   explain   this,    I    muft    tell    you, 

Maggie,  I  had  obtained  leave  to  have  the 
comfort  of  a  bedftead,  fmall  as  it  was,  in  my 
cabin ;  for  being  fo  long  a  time  in  the  fhip,  it 
would  have  greatly  added  to  my  difcomfort 
to  have  been  obliged  to  ufe  the  narrow  bed- 
ding, mounted  on  a  kind  of  {helf,  which  was 
called  a  berth,  for  a  continuance.  So  I 
boldly  alked  for  a  proper  bed,  and  got  it. 
But  for  this,  Lady  Mary  would  certainly  not 
have  been  able  to  obtain  her  wim.  Oh,  how 
I  laughed  at  fuch  nonfenfe !  Yet  this  act 
was  trifling  to  the  flattering  notice  I  received 
at  a  later  period. 

The  vifitors  frequently  flayed  until  late  in 
the  evening,  when  fometimes  they  managed 
to  have  a  dance,  and  feemed  furprifed  when  I 
declined  joining.  Ah  !  they  could  not  guefs 
the  heavy  heart  concealed  under  many  a 
forced  fmile !  Had  I  not  caufe  to  feel  fad, 


News  Falfe  and  True. 


when  often,  in  the  midfl  of  their  merriment, 
the  thought  would  rife  uppermoft,  that  moft 
probably  all  I  had  done  was,  after  fo  much 
rifk,  of  no  avail  ? 

One  day  I  was  made  miferable  by  a  young 
gentleman  accompanying  fome  ladies  coming 
on  deck  with  the — to  me — difaftrous  intelli- 
gence of  Prince  Charles  being  taken  by  a  mi- 
litia troop  in  Moidart,  and  it  was  not  until  the 
next  day  that  the  idle  report  was  contradicted. 

Alfo  the  name  of  Malcolm  M'Leod  catch- 
ing my  ear,  I  was  fair  grieved  to  know  he 
was  a  prifoner  on  board  a  floop  then  bound  Another 
for  London.  It  was  fome  time  before  I  had 
the  opportunity  of  hearing  particulars  of  his 
capture,  which  was  almoft  immediately  after 
he  took  leave  of  the  Prince,  after  having  con- 
ducted his  Royal  Highnefs  -  to  Ellagol,  the 
houfe  of  his  brother-in-law,  John  M'Kinnon. 
The  Prince  was  much  affected,  I  was  told,  on 
parting  from  Malcolm,  gave  him  his  filver 
{hoe-buckles,  and  warmly  embraced  him  j 
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and  he  put  ten  guineas  into  his  hand,  which  the 
Captain  ftoutly  refufed,  fufpecYmg  the  purfe 
they  came  from  was  not  too  heavily  filled} 
but  the  Prince  affured  him  he  had  more  than 
would  be  required  while  on  the  Mainland, 
and  obliged  him  to  accept  the  money.  His 
The  pipe  Royal  Highnefs  gave  Malcolm  the  pipe  he 
was  fmoking,  which,  I  heard  in  later  years, 
has  been  preferved  in  a  fhagreen  cafe,  and  is 
in  the  pofleffion  of  another  fellow  prifoner, 
Doctor  Burton  of  York. 

And  while  all  this  unhappy  news  was 
worrying  my  mind,  I  was  expected  to  play 
the  agreeable  to  many  ftrangers,  who  were 
defignated  by  the  {hip's  officers  as  Mifs 
Mf Donald's  guefts.  I  had  no  objection  to 
(ing  a  few  of  my  fimple  Highland  ditties, 
which  they  were  feemingly  pleafed  with ;  but 
as  for  exerting  myfelf  by  dancing,  I  could  not 
and  would  not,  and  when  prefled  almoft  be- 
yond the  verge  of  politenefs,  I  fpoke  out 
boldly : — "  My  dancing  for  the  prefent,  under 
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the  circumftances  in  which  I  am  placed,  is  out 
of  the  queftion,  for  I  am  too  anxious  about  the 
Prince's  fafety,  and  that  of  my  near  relations 
and  friends,  to  be  able  to  divert  myfelf  in  any 
way."  The  rebellious  tears  ftarted  to  my 
eyes  while  thus  fpeaking,  and  forne  of  the 
ladies  expreffed  fympathy  for  me;  indeed,  there 
were  a  few  for  whom  1  began  to  entertain  a 
lincere  liking,  but  the  many  came  to  ftare  at 
me,  as  if  I  had  been  a  wild  animal  juft  exported 
from  the  Blue  Mountains. 

At  laft,  to  my  joy,  The  Bridgewater  was 
put  under  failing  orders  for  London.  She  left 
Leith  Roads  the  7th  November,  and  reached 
the  Nore  on  the  28th  j  and  as  poor  Katie  and  I  The  Nore. 
were  to  be  tranfferred  to  another  vefiel,  Com- 
modore Smith  and  Captain  Knowler  took  a 
mod  kind  leave  of  me,  exprefling  their  hope  of 
all  going  well,  and  of  my  foon  being  at  liberty. 
They  alfo  promifed  to  fpeak  in  my  favour  to 
parties  high  in  office,  but  whether  they  did 
exert  their  influence  or  not,  I  never  heard. 
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Well,  now  behold  us  on  board  another 
{hip,  The  Royal  Sovereign  —  a  compliment, 
I  imagined,  to  him  who  was  rilling  the 
place  of  Prince  Charlie's  royal  father,  which 
fovereign  was  foft  Geordie  of  Hanover.  How- 
ever, I  would  not  vex  myfelf  by  thinking  of 
what  mould  have  been.  No  indeed ;  my 
thoughts  were  otherwife  taken  up,  for  it 
muft  be  confefled,  I  felt  nervous  on  hearing 
from  the  converfation  around,  it  was  fully 
expected  I  fbould  be  imprifoned  in  the  for- 
trefs  of  London,  the  difmal  dark  Tower 
about  which  I  had  been  accuftomed  to  read 
from  childhood,  and  at  home  we  had  a  large 
engraving  of  it  hanging  in  the  room  where 
we  took  our  daily  leflbns. 

How  flrange  are  the  viciffitudes  of  life ! 
Little  did  I  formerly  think  the  day  would 
arrive  when  I  mould  be  incarcerated  in  fuch 
a  gloomy  place,  and  poffibly  landed  in  a  boat 
at  the  flairs  of  the  Traitors'  Gate ! 

It  was  on  the  6th  December,  a  cold,  raw 


The  Totver. 

day  (as  cold  as  my  poor  heart  was),  when  we 
were  taken  to  London  and  lodged  in  the 
Tower.  I  fay  we,  becaufe  honefl  Katie  was  more 
my  friend  and  companion  than  my  fervant. 

It  being  late  in  the  evening  when  we 
arrived,  the  effed  of  the  dark  fhadows  thrown 
on  the  time-worn  walls  of  the  dreaded  mafly 
pile  of  ftonework  was  gloomy  indeed,  and 
equally  gloomy  were  the  fad  reflections  of 
the  lonely  Highland  laflie,  who  then  began  to 
realife  the  probability  of  tofing  her  life. 

Yes  3  it  was  more  than  probable  I  might 
never  again  pafs  thofe  flern,  forbidding-looking 
portals  until  on  the  way  to  a  fcaffold  ! 

But  not  a  queftion  would  I  afk,  or  betray  Finn, 
the  leaft  fign  of  fear,  while  following  the 
warders  to  the  rooms  afligned  to  "  Flora 
M'Donald  and  her  perfonal  attendant,  a  young 
Highland  girl,"  for  thus  were  we  poor  pri- 
foners  defignated  in  a  huge  piece  of  parch- 
ment, which  was  read  out  in  due  form  as 
foon  as  we  had  pafled  the  wicket-gate  of  the 
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portcullis.  I  fancied  the  rooms  were  in  a 
private  part  of  the  building,  for  although  very 
fmall  and  low,  with  high  narrow  windows, 
they  were  not  meanly  furnimed.  But  enough 
of  bolts  and  bars,  as  you  may  fuppofe.  How- 
ever, to  the  ufe  of  these  unfriendly  articles  by 
that  time  I  was  pretty  well  accuftomed. 
Dull.  Oh  !  how  monotonous  were  the  hours  I 

paffed  while  kept  a  prifoner,  with  few  books, 
no  wheel  forfpinning,  only  a  little  needle-few- 
ing  and  fpeaking  Gaelic  with  Katie.  Really, 
but  for  the  companionfhip  of  that  kind,  fimple 
girl,  I  think  my  brain  would  have  turned. 
The  only  relaxation  we  were  allowed  was 
an  occafional  walk  in  the  dull  old  garden — at 
Jeaft  in  the  fpot  of  ground  they  called  a 
garden — of  burnt-up  grafs,  and  walks  covered 
with  dufky  mofs  and  lichens. 

Yet  it  was  a  change  to  be  taken  from 
our  low  rooms  and  to  feel  the  air.  How  my 
heart  panted  for  a  mountain  breeze  !  My  ftep- 
father  would  have  grieved  had  he  feen  the 


The  Portrait-Painter. 


n 


fading  cheeks  of  his  bonnie  Highland  rofe ! 
Molt  fervently  did  I  pray  that  the  dear  ones 
at  home  might  be  kept  in  ignorance  of  my 
perilous  petition. 

But  in  the  midft  of  fuch  diftrefs,  I  could 
not  be  left  quiet,  for  even  a  portrait-painter 
hunted  me  out,  having  got  permiffion  from  the 
ConftabJe  of  the  Tower,  not  only  to  fee  me, 
but  to  requeft  "  the  honour  "  of  my  granting 
him  a  fitting.  I  was  very  provoked,  and  at 
firft  flatly  refufed ;  but  the  man  looked  fo 
difappointed,  and  as  the  poor  wretch  had  his 
canvas  and  paints  ready  prepared,  I  could  but 
confent, — in  truth,  more  to  oblige  Katie  than 
to  pleafe  myfelf,  for  I  felt  much  too  quiet  and 
fad  to  have  any  tranfa&ions  with  painters  at 
that  moment. 

The  honeft  girl  was  quite  excited  on  the        Drefs. 
occafion,  and  was  rufhing  to  the  boxes  to  get 
out  a  better  gown  than  I  ufually  wore  while 
in  captivity,  but  I  pofitively  refused  to  drefs 
up.     "  No,"  faid  I,  "  the  Englifh  folks  who 
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fo  wifh  for  my  pale  face  fliall  fee  me  juft  as 
I  am."  So  if  hereafter  a  pifture  of  my 
wonderful  felf  fhould  ever  be  forthcoming 
from  perhaps  fome  pawnbroker's  fhop,  of  a 
Picture.  difconfolate-looking  damfel  in  a  dark  ruflet 
gown,  with  a  white  rofe  ftuck  in  the  hair, 
named  on  the  back  "  Mifs  Flora  M'Donald, 
pinx.  1 746,"  the  finder  will,  I  hope,  confider 
he  has  got  a  treafure. 

While  with  Lady  Primrofe,  at  a  later  period, 
me  iniifted  on  my  fitting  to  fome  of  the  firfl 
artifls,  and  then  her  Ladymip  had  me  dreffed 
in  grand  ftyle.  I  really  forget  how  often 
I  had  to  undergo  this  penance,  but  at  that 
time  I  was  in  brighter  looks  and  fpirits  than 
when  I  felt  fo  miferable  in  the  gloomy  Tower. 

And  in  thinking  of  thofe  I  loved  at  home, 
ay,  and  of  another  far  diflant — of  that  one 
who  then  filled  my  heart,  and  who  was  in 
after-years  to  be  my  own — fuch  reflections 
made  me  fad.  Where  were  they?  How 
occupied?  Poffibly  longing  to  hear  of  me, 


Removed  under  Guard. 


without  an  idea  of  the  danger  I  fhould  have 
incurred  by  attempting  to  get  a  letter  pafled 
through  thofe  difmal  portals  ! 

At  laft  the  joyful  tidings  came  that  I  was 
to  be  releafed  from  the  Tower,  and  received 
into  the  houfe  of  a  private  family,  who  were 
to  keep  guard  over  me  until  further  orders. 
Really,  the  high  authorities  did  not  appear  to 
know  how  to  deal  with  the  young  rebel ! 
Katie  was  now  quite  fure  that  "  the  daugh- 
ter of  her  father's  houfe"  would  ultimately 
efcape  punimment,  return  to  the  homeftead, 
and  that  we  (for  {he  always  included  herfelf 
in  fuch  details)  mould  be  mofl  marvellous 
additions  to  the  wonders  of  the  world  ! 

It  was  indeed  with  a  deep-drawn  figh  of 
relief  that  I  turned  my  back  on  the  dreadful 
fortrefs  fo  renowned  in  hiftory,  but  of  which 
I  had  had  more  than  enough  for  my  ex- 
perience. We  were  taken  in  a  clofe  coach, 
guarded  by  a  troop  of  the  Tower  folk,  to  the 
gentleman's  houfe,  where  we  had  comfortable 
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accommodation.  The  ladies  of  the  family 
received  me  very  courteoufly,  yet  without  a 
remark  as  to  the  length  of  my  ftay,  or  when 
I  might  expect  to  be  finally  releafed  from  the 
Argus-eyes  of  my  perfecutors. 

It  is  ftrange  that  I  have  quite  forgotten  the 
name  of  thefe  worthy  people,  to  whom  I  owe 
a  debt  of  gratitude  for  fundry  little  acts  of 
conliderate  kindnels  and  forethought,  knowing 
the  awkwardnefs  of  my  pofition  while  under 
their  care. 

While  thus,  as  one  might  have  faid,  on  the 
ladder  of  liberation  from  captivity,  how  was 
I  aftonifhed  to  hear  that  I  might  poffibly  be 
Visitor.  honoured  by  a  perfonal  vifit  from  "His 
Royal  Highnefs  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales  !  " 
It  appeared  he  had  much  curiofity  to  fee 
"  The  Pretender's  Deliverer,"  for  fuch  was  my 
defignation  at  the  Elector's  court,  and  had 
been  heard  to  afk  where  I  was,  for  he  wifhed 
to  queftion  me  himfelf. 

Accordingly,  one  bright  afternoon,  when  I 
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was  fitting  in  the  heft  room  with  the  lady  of 
the  houfe  at  our  few  ing- work,  a  plain  dark- 
painted  coach  drove  to  the  door,  in  which  visit 
were  three  gentlemen.  The  fervants  were 
in  handfome  livery  coats,  but  there  was 
nothing  in  the  appearance  of  the  equipage  to 
denote  its  belonging  to  a  perfon  of  confe- 
quence ;  fo,  as  I  was  in  the  habit  of  having 
people  coming  frequently  to  fee  "  Mifs  Flora 
M'Donald,"  I  thought  thefe  vifitors  might  be 
fome  of  them,  therefore  continued  my  occupa- 
tion very  leifurely,  when  the  room  door  was 
thrown  wi  dely  open,  and  '  'The  Prince  of  Wales" 
— alas !  not  my  Prince — was  announced. 

We  inftantly  rofe,  but  in  a  very  courteous 
way  he  begged  us  to  refeat  ourfelves,  and  re- 
quefted  to  know  which  of  the  ladies  he  was 
to  addrefs  as  Mifs  Flora  M'Donald  ? 

I  muft  tell  you  the  lady  was  about  my 
own  age.  He  motioned  to  the  two  other 
gentlemen  to  be  feated,  and  then  turning  to 
me,  he  faid,  in  a  grave,  conltrained  manner — 
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"I  am  here,  madam,  by  his  Majefty's 
commands,  it  having  been  reprefented  to  him 
the  very  extraordinary  courfe  of  condu6t  you 
have  lately  purfued,  in  having  aided  the 
efcape  from  Scotland  of  the  Pretender, 
Charles  Edward  Stuart.  I  would  afk  why 
you  have  done  fo,  and  been  guilty  of  an  aft 
which  not  only  involves  the  greateft  danger 
to  yourfelf,  mould  it  be  his  Majefty's  pleafure 
to  carry  out  the  punifhment  of  treafon,  the 
crime  of  which  you  are  accufed,  but  alfo 
imperils  the  lives  of  feveral  of  your  country- 
men, and  I  believe  your  relatives,  who  have 
entangled  themfelves  in  difficulties,  the 
effefts  of  your  rafhnefs  ?  That  fuch  a 
young  girl  as  you  are  mould  have  joined 
in  this  headftrong  fcheme,  appears  almoft 
incredible.  And  for  what  purpofe  ?  Let  me 
afk  you,  Mifs  M'Donald,  to  explain  the 
motive  which  induced  you  thus  to  hazard 
your  life.  When  you  engaged  in  this  tranf- 
aftion,  you  muft  have  known  it  was  an  aft 


Replying  to  Royalty. 


of  rebellion  againil  the  crown  of  England. 
I  afk  you,  therefore,  why  did  you  do  it  ?  what 
induced  you  to  think  of  doing  it  ?  " 

While  he  was  fpeaking,  I  had  caft  my  eyes 
down  to  hide  a  quivering  lip,  for  I  did  feel 
nervous  when  he  talked  of  treafon  and 
loling  life.  I  felt  he  was  looking  earneflly 
at  me  5  but  towards  the  clofe  of  his  addrefs, 
his  manner  and  voice  were  lels  ftern,  which 
gave  me  courage  to  recover  myfelf,  and 
reply — "  Your  Highnels  does  me  injuftice  by  Not  guilty, 
fuppoling  that  either  in  thought  or  deed  I 
had  a  defire  of  a6ting  in  any  way  contrary  to 
the  laws  of  this  country  j  nay,  it  is  true,  and 
can  be  proved,  that  when  it  was  propofed  to 
me  to  aid  the  Prince  " — (I  was  determined  to 
ityle  my  ain  Charlie  by  his  title) — "  I 
firmly  refufed,  nor  was  it  until  I  faw  the 
miferable  ftate  of  deftitution  in  which  he  was 
plunged,  that  I  reluctantly  confented  to  carry  out 
the  plan  propofed."  Here  he  interrupted  me, 
quickly  faying,  "  Who  propofed  it  to  you  ? ' 


VOL.    II. 


18 


Autobiography  of  Flora  M' Donald. 


"I   muft    refpe&fully    decline    anfwering 
True.  that  queftion.     Many,  whom  I  know,  are  in 

trouble  on  account  of  this  affair,  and  far  be  it 
from  my  lips  to  fay  the  word  that  would 
injure  them.  Your  Highnefs  is  pleafed  to  aflc 
my  motive  :  I  fimply  followed  the  dictates 
of  common  humanity  in  endeavouring  to 
fave  a  human  being  from  mifery, — perhaps 
ftarvation.  That  was  my  fole  motive  in 
agreeing  to  take  him  acrofs  the  water,  and  as 
I  was  going  home  to  my  mother  in  Sleat,  the 
opportunity  was  feized  on.  I  did  convey  him 
to  Portree,  and  I  am  neither  forry  for  it,  nor 
amamed  of  having  done  fo.  If  your  Highnels 
or  any  of  your  family  had  applied  to  me 
under  fimilar  diftreffing  circumrtances,  I 
mould,  with  the  bleffing  of  God,  have  a&ed 
in  the  fame  manner." 

He  was  lilent  for  a  few  minutes,  as  if  in 
deep  thought,  then,  in  a  kinder  manner,  he 
laid,  "  Well,  madam,  I  am  glad  to  have  heard 
your  verfion  of  this  unfortunate  affair,  and 


A  RnJJt  and  a  Kifs. 


from  what  you  ftate,  it  feems  to  me  that  your 

advifers,  whoever  they  may   have  been,  are 

much  to  be  blamed  for  having  placed  you  in 

the   awkward   portion  you   are   at   prefent. 

Moll  reprehenfible  has  been  their  conduct, 

and  when    the    cafe   is   reprefented    to    his 

Majefty  I  feel  affured  he  will  be  of  the  fame 

opinion.     I  truft,  alfo,  he  may  be  difpofed  to 

view  your  conduct  more  leniently,  yet  I  can 

promife  nothing."    He  then  rofe,  and  aJdreff- 

ing  the  gentlemen,  who  up  to  this  moment 

had  fat  like  two  dumbies,  faid,  "  Come,  my 

lords,   we   will  no   longer  encroach  on   the 

time  of  thefe  ladies."     They  all  bowed  and      Acquitted. 

left  the  room.     So  much  for  my  interview 

with  royalty.     And  juft  after  the  coach  horfes 

were  heard  clattering  over  the   ftony  ftreet, 

who  mould  burft  into  the  room,  and  rum  to  me 

with  a  kifs  of  warm  affection,  but  the  befl  of 

all  good-hearted  creatures,  Lady  Primrofe,  a 

Jacobite   lady   with   whom   I   had    become 

acquainted   fince   being    releafed    from    the 
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Liften. 


Tower.  She  was  one  of  the  many  who  over- 
whelmed me  with  kindnefs,  and  continually 
fent  gifts  of  every  description.  I  was  very 
fond  of  her,  and  that  you  may  judge  of  her 
manner,  her  Ladyfhip  (hall  fpeak  for  herfelf. 

"'  Well,  my  dear  foul,  I  am  fo  delighted  to 
be  the  firft  to  tell  the  news  !  Don't  be  fur- 
prifed,  my  dear,  or  accufe  me  of  being  a 
mean  liftener,  for  I  plead  guilty  to  having  hid 
myfelf  on  the  flairs  while  thofe  Hanoverian 
deputies  were  crofs-queftioning  you.  Yes ; 
and  what  did  I  hear  his  Royal  Highnefs — for 
fo  I  fuppofe  in  thefe  days  one  muft  call  him — 
fay,  as  he  defcended  the  flairs  ?  Thefe  were  his 
words  to  thofe  gentlemen  with  him — '  I  really 
never  was  more  perplexed,  for  fhe  evidently 
meant  no  harm  to  the  Government  j  the  beft  | 
plan,  I  think,  will  be  to  fend  the  young  lady 
back  to  her  native  country.'  And  then,  my 
love,  he  faid  more,  fomething  about  '  female 
courage '  that  I  could  not  exactly  catch.  So 
there  *s  a  joyful  hope  of  your  foon  being  at 
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liberty,  you  dear  thing  j  and  then  I  lhall  have 
you  with  me,  go  about  everywhere,  fee  all  the 
fights  of  London,  you  yourfelf  being  the  chief 
{how  of  the  feafon.  Rely  on  it,  Geordie  will 
let  you  go  in  a  few  days,  for  although  he  is 
always  quarrelling  with  Prince  Frederick,  yet 
his  fon  has  great  influence  over  him." 

This  lady,  the  dowager  Lady  Primrofe  of 
Dunnipace,  was  quite  a  leader  of  fafhion  in 
the  Jacobite  circle,  therefore  fhe  was  defirous 
of  having  "  The  Prince's  Preferver  "  to  exhibit.  Fafliion. 

But  I  was  feeling  very  defponding,  like  a 
caged  bird  panting  to  be  free ;  for  fo  many 
months  had  dragged  themfelves  ilowly  away, 
it  being  now  July,  my  ipirits  drooped.  No 
tidings  from  home ;  no  means  of  hearing  of 
thofe  friends  who  were  implicated  equally 
with  myfelf.  It  made  one's  blood  run  cold  to 
read  in  the  news-meets  of  the  frequent 
executions  and  horrible  cruelties  pra&ifed 
towards  thofe  chiefs  of  clans  and  heads  of 
families  who  had  taken  part  in  the  unhappy 


22  Autobiography  of  Flora  M' Donald. 

Culloden  battle.  Alas !  alas !  and  where  was 
the  Prince  now  ?  and  were  my  own  relations 
free  to  return  home  ?  I  had  no  means  of 
afcertaining  their  fate.  However,  a  bright 
gleam  of  hope  fhot  acrols  my  chequered 
pathway,  by  the  announcement  of  a  free 
pardon  being  granted  me,  contained  in  an 
official  letter  with  the  Government  (lamp  and 
a  huge  feal  attached,  which  merely  ftated 
that  I  might  confider  myfelf  at  liberty  to 
return  to  Scotland. 
Free.  Oh  !  this  was  joyful  news !  and  when  I 

could  realife  the  fa&,  the  firft  thought  upper- 
moft  was  the  delight  of  being  able  to  fend 
letters,  and  hear  from  home — dear  home  ! 
which,  after  all  the  troubles  I  had  gone 
through,  would  be  more  loved  than  ever. 

Katie  was  almoft  demented,  fcreaming  in 
Gaelic,  and  weeping  for  joy,  to  the  amufement 
of  the  Englifh  ladies  of  the  family.  Indeed, 
this  lady  and  her  ftep-daughter — I  wl/h  I 
could  recoiled  their  name — as  well  as  the 
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gentleman  of  the  houfe,  treated  me  with 
much  kindnefs.  They  really  feemed  to  regret 
the  profpeft  of  my  leaving  them ;  but  it  had 
long  been  fettled,  that  as  foon  as  my  releafe 
came,  I  mould  go  to  the  relidence  of  good 
Lady  Primrofe. 

Nor  did  her  Ladyfhip  forget  my  promife,  A  toy. 
for  the  very  next  day  me  came  in  the 
rumbling  old  family  coach,  rufhed  up  the 
ftair^  would  help  Katie  in  putting  up  our 
things,  and  feemed  as  pleafed  as  a  little  child 
with  a  new  toy. 

And  thus  it  was  that  I  became  a  refident 
with  this  worthy  lady — fo  kind  Ihe  was  in 
every  way. 

"  And  now,  my  dear,"  faid  me,  "  you  muft 
juft  be  candid  in  telling  me  what  money  you 
have — perhaps  none? — never  mind -}  youfhall 
want  for  nothing  while  with  me.  So  I  am 
juft  looking  over  your  wardrobe — no  offence, 
my  dear  ! — to  fee  what  will  be  required  j  for 
with  fo  many  of  my  friends  and  grand  people 
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coming  to  fee  "The  Prince's Preferver,"  indeed, 
my  dear,  I  mufl  have  you  well  drefled. 

1  was  obliged  to  acknowledge  having  very 
little  left  of  the  fum  my  dear  mother  had 
fealed  up  in  a  fmall  packet  at  parting,  and 
flipped  into  my  pocket  3  for  having  been  in 
confinement  fo  long,  nearly  fix  months,  the 
Short.  neceffity  of  paying  extra  for  various  needful 
comforts  had  nearly  exhaufled  my  fmall 
fund,  and  the  flock  of  wearing  apparel  Katie 
had  packed  in  fuch  a  hurry  was  well  nigh 
worn  out. 

Her  Ladyfhip  turned  over  all  my  poffeffions, 
and  her  inveftigation  ended  in  the  coach 
being  ordered  round,  and  her  taking  me  to  a 
fafhionable  warehoufe,  and  feleding  a  complete 
outfit  of  every  article  I  could  poflibly  require. 
One  piece  chofen  for  a  company-gown  was 
the  fweetefl  thing  I  ever  faw  j  a  filk  fo  thick 
and  rich,  it  would  fland  alone.  It  was  a  pale 
rofe-colour,  with  alternate  flripes  of  green 
fhaded  with  brown.  Oh  !  I  loved  that  pretty 
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gown  beyond  all  the  others,  and  have  kept  the 
remnants ;  they  are  in  my  boxes  fomewhere. 
Well,  as  foon  as  I  was  duly  equipped,  look- 
ing, as  Lady  Primrofe  faid,  like  a  majeftic 
heroine  (I  muft  enter  this  nonfenfe,  Maggie), 
I  found  myfelf  fairly  launched  on  the  ocean 
,  of  London  gaiety.  It  was  little  to  my  tafte, 
for  the  fimple  pleafures  of  a  quiet  Highland 
life,  the  cheerful  enlivening  bagpipe,  the  lively 
reel,  and  our  ftrathfpey,  and  the  gown  orna- 
mented with  the  fremeft  and  moll  fragrant 
heather,  were  preferable,  I  thought,  to  the 
noify  mulic,  the  ftiff  formal  dance  they  called  Cages, 
a  minuet,  which  began  in  couples,  moving  fo 
flow,  one  would  fuppofe  they  were  marching 
at  a  funeral,  and  the  coftly  nofegays  of  green- 
houfe  flowers  the  ladies  either  carried  in  their 
hands  or  adorned  their  enormoufly  high  head- 
gear with.  But  thefe  thoughts  I  kept  to 
myfelf  while  appearing  pleafed  and  happy  in 
the  grand  fociety  of  thofe  whom  I  might 
never  fee  again. 
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And  to  be  in  the  fafhion  in  London,  the 
people  appeared  to  me  to  live  more  out  of  their 
houfes  than  in  them;  in  the  afternoon  viliting, 
Audiions.  driving  in  their  family  coaches,  attending  fale- 
rooms  where  trumpery  articles  were  fold  by 
auction  to  the  higheft  bidder,  fometimes  really 
fcarcely  worth  taking  home ;  for  the  principal 
part  of  the  amufement  confifted  in  the  ladies 
outbidding  each  other,  and  generally  amongft 
friends,  fo  that  large  fums  of  money  ufed  to 
change  hands  in  this  frivolous  way,  which  no 
doubt  made  their  hufbands  very  crofs.  How- 
ever the  town  ladies  would,  and  I  fuppofe  ever 
will,  contrive  to  have  their  own  way.  Then 
came  the  formal  dinner-parties — oh!  how  I 
ufed  to  yawn  behind  my  fan — and  often  we 
went  to  fee  the  play  in  Drury  Lane,  and  if  it 
chanced  to  be  a  mournful  tragedy,  I  could  not 
help  being  fo  filly  as  to  cry,  it  all  feemed  fo 
natural  and  like  real  life.  The  beft  aftor  was 
Mr  Garrick,  and  he  certainly  was  a  great  man 
in  his  profeffion.  Mrs  Cibber  alfo  was  wonder- 
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fully  clever  :  thefe  were  the  firft  ilage-per- 
formers  at  that  time.  There  have  been  feve- 
ral  fince,  I  believe,  as  clever ;  but  it  is  not 
likely  I  fhall  ever  again  be  in  England, 
nor,  indeed,  would  I,  at  my  age,  wafte 
my  hours  on  fuch  idle  and  unprofitable 
vanities. 

Oh !  then  there  was  another  evening  amufe-  Opera, 
ment  we  went  to  fee,  or  rather  hear — the 
Opera,  which,  Maggie,  is  a  pretty,  but  very 
ftrange  performance,  and  furprifed  me  at 
firft.  It  was  a  play  fet  to  mufic,  and  fung 
as  well  as  a&ed  :  very  fine,  with  dazzling 
fhowy  drefles  and  fcenery.  However,  it  was 
dull  for  me,  being  in  the  Italian  language. 
I  often  wiflied  myfelf  away  from  fuch  gaieties, 
for  I  could  not  be  happy  while  my  mind  was 
loaded  with  care. 

Yet  my  heart  was  relieved  of  a  great  bur- 
den in  being  able  to  receive  letters  from  dear 
Scotland.  All  were  well  in  my  home,  but  I 
grieved  fair  for  poor  old  Kinglburgh,  then 
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lying  in  Edinburgh  Caftle,  after  having  been 
fet  at  liberty  from  Fort  Auguftus  in  miftake 
for  another  Alexander  M'Donald;  fo,  while  on 
his  way  home,  he  was  again  taken,  and  treated 
with  much  feverity.  However,  in  about  fix 
weeks  from  this  time,  he  was  difcharged  in 
the  fame  manner  as  myfelf,  without  a  queftion 
being  alked. 

Alas  !  fome  of  the  chiefs  fuffered  fad  lofs. 
Fires.  Lochiel's  houfe  at  Auchnacary  was  burnt  about 
the  end  of  May  3  Kinlochmoidart's,  Keppoch's, 
Glengary's,  Cluny's,  and  Glengyle's,  properties 
were  alfo  laid  in  allies.  Cattle,  flieep,  and 
goats  were  driven  off;  and,  dreadful  to  relate, 
poor  people,  men,  women,  and  their  bairns, 
found  dead  on  the  hills,  fuppofed  to  have 
been  ftarved  ! 

The  worthy  lady  I  was  with  had  loft  a  near 
relation,  who  was  executed  at-Carlifle,  Sir 
Archibald  Primrofe  of  Dunnipace.  She  felt 
it  acutely  at  the  time,  yet  her  zeal  for  the 
Stuarts  was  fo  deep-rooted,  that  fhe  faid  one 
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day,  while  difcourfing  on  the  fubjeft,  although 
he  had  been  a  dearly-loved  member  of 
her  family,  yet  for  Prince  Charles,  had  ten 
been  facrificed,  {he  could  have  borne  the 
forrow. 

Lady  Primrofe  was  never  tired  of  hearing 
anecdotes  connected  with  Prince  Charles,  for 
whom  I  really  believe  me  would  have  flied 
her  heart's  blood. 

I  remember  one  day  in  particular,  when 
there  was  a  wee  pig  on  the  dinner-table,  me 
caught  a  fmile  on  my. countenance.  "Now, 
Flora,  I  will  know  your  thoughts — of  what 
are  you  thinking,  dear  child  ?  Something  about 
a  pig  I  am  fure — come,  let  me  hear !  " 

"  And  pleafed  you  will  be,  dear  Lady  Prim- 
rofe ;  for  that  dim,  of  which  I  affure  you  I 
intend  to  partake,  reminds  me  of  what  the 
Prince  faid  when  alluding  to  his  royal  mother ; 
and  fancy,  dear  Lady  Primrofe,  until  he  told 
me,  I  was  not  aware  of  her  having  been  the 
King  of  Poland's  grand-daughter." 
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"Oh,  you   ignorant   thing!     Well,  never 
mind.     What    about   the    Queen   and    the 


I  then  related  that  while  on  our  wanderings, 
a  large  fat  pig  ran  out  againft  us  with  fuch  a 
grunt  as  never  was  the  like.  The  Prince 
burft  out  a  laughing,  and  after  having  in- 
Squeaking,  dulged  in  an  imitation  of  its  melodious  sound, 
and  giving  a  pull  at  the  flopping  frill  of  his 
cap,  which  a<5tion  highly  amufed  me,  he  faid, 
"  Whenever  I  meet  one  of  thofe  animals,  I 
always  take  off  my  hat  (blefs  me !  I  forget  this 
Betty  Burke  cap !)  for  the  fake  of  my  dear 
fainted  mother,  who  ufed  to  call  me  her 
pretty  pig.  This  was  in  confequence  of  my 
having  feen,  when  quite  a  child,  a  huge 
boar's  head  as  a  centrepiece  at  a  court  banquet, 
when,  in  preference  to  all  the  nice  fweets  and 
rich  dimes  handed  round,  I  fcreamed  out, 
loud  enough  for  all  the  princes,  lords,  and 
ladies,  and  other  grand  people  to  hear,  '  Give 
me  fome  piggy !  I  will  have  fome  piggy ! ' ' 
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which  of  courfe  caufed  a  general  laugh  at  the 
little  Prince's  childim  folly. 

"  Thank  you,  Flora !  I  am  glad  my  roafted 
favourite  has  been  the  means  of  my  hearing 
another  anecdote  connected  with  our  dear 
Prince.  But  really  you  ought  to  have 
known  that  his  mother  was  the  Princefs 
Clementina,  a  grand-daughter  of  the  depofed 
John  Sobiefld.  Ay,  and  that  reminds  me  of 
two  valuable  portraits  you  mall  fee  in  the 
houfe  of  a  friend  of  mine,  of  the  Prince's  father 
and  mother,  painted  by  Sir  Peter  Lely.  He 
was  a  firft-rate  artift,  and  knighted  by 
Charles  II.,  having  gained  the  king's  favour 
by  painting  all  the  good-for-nothing  ladies  of 
of  the  court.  Oh,  my  dear !  they  were  very 
wicked  in  thofe  days  !  " 

"And,  Lady  Primrofe,  the  Prince  told  me 
another  circumftance  about  his  mother,  which 
I  will  try  to  repeat  in  his  own  words — '  My 
mother,'  he  said,  '  was  fuch  a  zealous  Catholic 
— nay,  if  it  is  not  undutiful  to  her  memory  to 
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ufe  the  word,  I  would  fay,  me  was  bigoted  to 
Bigot  that  creed,  in  which  I  and  my  brother  were 
brought  up.  Perhaps,'  he  faid  with  a  figh, 
'had  it  been  otherwife,  and  that  I  could  in  con- 
fcience,  Mifs  M 'Donald,  have  embraced  the 
Proteftant  faith,  I  might  not  have  been  in  my 
prefent  difaftrous  condition.'  After  this  re- 
mark, he  was  very  grave  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  then,  with  the  natural  livelinefs  of  manner 
fo  peculiar  to  himfelf,  and  which  never 
entirely  forfook  him,  even  when  under  the  i 
heavieft  miffortune,  he  turned  the  converfa- 
tion.  Oh !  how  I  have  longed  for  more  of  his 
fociety,  to  have  heard  from  himfelf  of  his 
early  life,  of  his  companions,  of  his  royal 
parents,  and  the  general  habits  of  the  country 
in  which  he  was  born  and  educated.  But, 
really,  while  going  about  in  fuch  a  fcrambling 
manner,  every  moment  in  dread  of  difcovery, 
it  was  impoffible  to  converfe  freely." 

"You  may  well  fay  that,   my  dearj  and 
Charlie   muft    have   been  juft    a    charming 
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creature  when  fuperbly  drefied,  as  he  always 

was  at  the  court  of  the  French  King.     But 

never  mind;  your  adventure  with  him  has 

made  you  a  true  illuftration  of  a  riddle  I  met 

with  lately  3  —  now  attend  : 

The  two  firft  letters  are      male. 

; 
Rebus. 

The  three  firft     ...     female. 

The  firft  four      ...      a  brave  man. 

The  whole  word      .     .      a  brave  woman. 

And  that  's  what  you  are,  dear  Flora,"  and 

; 

me  kifled  me,  —  "  a  heroine  !  " 

"But  now,  in  return  for  your  interefting 

ftories  about  Charlie  —  mind  you  give  me  fome 

more  nice  recollections  —  I  will  tell  you  what 

I  heard  to-day  about  that  little  crooked  Scotch 

nr^ril^Tn  on       T  /~»T*O      TC         <\x/n/"^     ic     Tiim^ri     in 

11U  UlClliLlll;       .LJvJi  \JL       J.V     .      —    j    W  ii\J       13       l.alllv/U.       Ill 

London  for  being  the   greateft  owl   in   the 

world.     He  was  faying  to  Lady  Dermot  that 

there  were  offices    eflablifhed    in    Scotland 

where  every  Scotchman  was  obliged  to  apply 

for  a  paflport  before  leaving  his  country,  and 
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to  undergo  a  fatiffa&ory  examination  as  to  his 
intellect,  education,  and  fo  forth,  otherwife  it 
could  not  be  obtained  j  and  that  the  perfon  was 
fent  back,  even  a  fecond  or  third  time,  until 
he  reached  the  required  ftandard  of  abilities. 
'Then  I  am    fure,'   replied    Lady  Dermot, 
'  that  when  your  Lordfhip  left  Scotland  for 
other  countries,  you  muft  have  been  metamor- 
phofed,  poffibly  caged,  as  the  bird  of  wifdom.' 
Capital  idea,  was  it  not  ?     I  fuppofe  poor  Lord 
K.           will  never  open  his  mouth  a^ain  in 

Lady  Dermot's  drawing-room." 
While  flaying  with  Lady  Primrofe  I  had 
few  opportunities  of  enjoying  country  air  and 
exercife,  which  young  people  require  if  only 
for  health's  fake.     Her  Ladyfhip   was  very 
thoughtful  in  this  refpe£t,  confiding  me  to 
the  care  of  an  elderly  perfon,  who  was  a  kind 
of   female    fa£totum    in    the    family,    moft 
thoroughly  truftworthy,  and  a  native  of  the 
Weft  Highlands.     When    on   our  walking- 
excurfions,  Katie  accompanied  me,  but  Mrs 
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Dale  was  needed  to  efcort  us,  for  we  did  not 
know  the  neighbourhood  of  London. 

An  adventure  happened  to  me  while  on 
one  of  thefe  expeditions,  when  we  wandered 
through  a  pretty  village  into  a  retired  lane 
leading  to  a  wood.  A  pair  of  country  lovers 
were  feated  on  a  ruftic  bench,  too  much 
intent  on  themfelves  to  hear  our  footfteps  on 
the  soft  grafs. 

' '  What !  deceive  you,  dear  Phoebe  ?  I  Love, 
would  tear  my  bafe  heart  out  firft !  No  3  all 
will  foon  be  fettled,  for  father  will  give 
me  a  few  pounds  a  year,  fo  with  my  daily 
work,  which  you  know  is  paid  every  week, 
dear  love,  we  {hall  do  very  well.  Never  fear! 
I  love  you  too  dearly  ever  to  forget  you. 
Father  fays  the  lord  of  the  manor  has  lowered 
his  rent  and  granted  a  new  leafe,  and  the 
fteward  is  to  call  to-morrow  to  fettle  it 
all." 

The  poor  girl  looked  up  in  his  face,  a  tear 
gliftening  like  a  dewdrop.  "  O  William  ! 
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how  happy  you  make  me  !  how  kind  of  the 
good  gentleman!  We  muft  be  grateful  in 
thanking  the  worthy  fleward  for  managing  it 
fo  well." 

At  this  moment  Phoebe  faw  our  party,  fo 
{he  rofe  up,  giving  William  a  nudge  to  notice 
our  approach,  and  flie  dropped  a  bobbing 
courtefey,  jufl  as  the  Prince  had  done  not  long 
before,  while  the  lad  jumped  up,  with  a 
hafty  pull  at  his  hair  in  country  fafhion. 

I  entered  into  their  interefting  little  love 
profpects  and  family  hiflory,  faying  I  wifhed 
them  fuccefs,  and  mould  come  again  in  a  few 
days  to  make  further  inquiries  after  them. 
Katie,  who  always  had  a  word  on  any  fubjed 
where  her  miflrels  was  concerned,  fcreamed 
out,  as  we  continued  our  walk,  "  Ay  !  and 
wouldna  thegood  leddy  at  hame  "  (Lady  Prim- 
rofe)  "  gie  ye  fome  gear  for  houfe-  warming  ? 
Ye  '11  mak'  a  bonnie  pair,  though  ye  're  likely, 
I  ween,  to  ha'e  mair  luve  in  the  heart  than 
filler  in  the  purfe."  Now,  this  being  ex- 
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prefled  by  honeft  Katie  in  Gaelic,  the  poor 
peafants  flared  with  eyes  and  mouths  wide 
open  at  hearing  a  jargon  in  an  unintelligible 
language,  which  Mrs  Dale  gave  them  the 
meaning  of,  in  a  more  fubdued  voice  than 
Katie  made  ufe  of. 

A  few  days  after,  on  returning  to  the 
village,  the  whole  afpe6t  of  the  lovers'  bright 
hopes  had  changed,  and  it  was  with  difficulty 
I  could  make  out  poor  Phoebe's  fimple  tale, 
owing  to  the  fobs  which  burft  from  her  heart 
on  meeting  us  again.  It  feemed  that  the  falfe 
ileward  had  his  own  views  in  perfuading  his 
matter  to  act  kindly  by  the  farmer's  family. 
He  was  in  love  with  pretty  Phoebe,  who 
indignantly  rejected  his  diihonourable  offers, 
which  he  afcribed  to  her  partiality  for 
William  j  and  he  had  fpitefully  told  falfe  tales 
of  the  family,  which  induced  the  lord  of  the 
manor  to  order  them  off  his  property ;  added 
to  which,  a  recruiting-party  being  in  the 
village,  he  had  taken  means  to  have  poor 
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William  decoyed  into  the  ale-houfe,  well 
plied  with  drink,  and  given  the  {hilling  for 
being  enlifted.  Fancy  poor  Phoebe's  diftrefs 
on  feeing  the  gay  ribbons  in  the  hat  of  her 
lover,  and  the  agony  of  her  mind  greatly  in- 
creafed  by  his  upbraiding  her  for  having 
liftened  to  the  worthlefs  iteward.  She  madly 
affured  him  of  her  innocence,  went  on  her 
knees  to  the  corporal  to  try  to  buy  him  off 
with  all  the  money  me  pofleffed,  a  miferable 
eight  millings,  but  a  guinea  was  required. 

She  told  her  ftory  fo  pathetically,  I  believe 
I  dropped  a  tear,  and  as  for  Katie,  fhe 
blubbered  aloud,  vowing  vengeance  on  the 
gentleman  and  his  overfeer.  My  hand  was 
in  my  pocket.  I  gave  her  the  guinea,  and 
good  Mrs  Dale  added  her  trifle. 

The  name  of  the  lieutenant  in  command 
was  given  to  me.  Strange  to  fay  I  knew 
him,  for  he  vifited  Lady  Primrofe  j  fo  I  took 
an  opportunity  to  intereft  him  in  the  affair, 
and  he  kindly  fent  William  home,  when, 
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after  a  meeting  with  Phoebe,  the  lovers  were 
reconciled,  everything  explained,  and  they 
were  very  foon  married ;  not,  however,  before 
they  had  kifled  my  hands  in  gratitude. 

There  is  a  great  delight  in  being  inftru- 
mental  to  the  happinefs  of  our  fellow-beings, 
in  whatever  path  of  life  they  may  move  in. 
Lady  Primrofe  aflifted  them  in  furnifhing 
their  little  cottage,  and  I  have  often  inquired 
after  the  welfare  of  my  ruilic  couple. 

Believe  me,  dear  Maggie,  my  life  while  in 
England  was  not  exactly  an  uneventful  one.   I        Events. 
can  inftance  a  circumftance  that  occurred  while 
I  was  with  Lady  Primrofe.     She  had  country 
friends  about  fifty  miles  from  London,  Sir 

Archibald  and  Lady  B ,  with  whom,  from 

fo  conftantly  meeting,  and  their  uniform  kind- 
nefs,  I  felt  myfelf  on  intimate  terms. 

They  were  not  Scotch,  but  they  were  fo  bit 
by  the  Jacobite  mania,  that  all  affairs  connected 
with  the  bonnie  Prince  were  regarded  with  pe- 
culiar intereft,  which  alfo  made  me  come  in  for 
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a  larger  {hare  of  their  admiration  than  fuch  a 
fimple  Highland  laflie  would  otherwife  have 
merited.  To  reach  their  refidence,  it  was 
ufual  to  take  the  daily  coach,  a  public  con- 
veyance holding  four  infide  and  eight  on  the 
roof.  True,  I  might  have  gone  to  the  expenfe 
of  a  pofling-carriage,  and,  as  matters  turned 
out,  I  devoutly  wifhed  I  had ;  but  how  happy 
it  is  for  us  that  we  cannot  forefee  events  and 
probable  dangers  ! 
Alone.  Katie  did  not  accompany  me  on  my  vifit 

to  Highton  Park,  for  really  her  flrange  ways 

and  noife  amongft  Lady  B 's  fafhionable 

airified  English  fervants,  would  have  made  me 
very  uncomfortable,  fo  I  determined  to  take 
the  journey  alone.  Lady  Primrofe  faw  me  to 
the  coach,  and  my  only  fellow-traveller  was 
a  young  man  of  elegant  appearance,  with  a 
gentle,  pleafing  countenance.  I  fmiled  fare- 
well to  Lady  Primrofe,  the  footman  faw  my 
box  placed  on  the  roof,  and  the  coach  rattled 
on. 


A  Traveller. 


My  young  gentleman  was  moft  polite, 
raifed  and  lowered  the  windows  to  fuit  my 
convenience,  and  after  a  while  entered  into  a 
moft  agreeable  converfation  reflecting  foreign 
countries  and  habits.  He  had  a  travelling 
book  in  his  hand,  the  leaves  of  which  being 
uncut,  he  ufed  a  paper-knife.  Maggie,  you 
have  feen  the  kind  of  knife  a  hundred  times, 
an  ivory  cutter,  with  penknife  at  the  end. 
Oh  !  how  well  I  remember  that  knife  ! 

Well,  all  went  on  fmoothly,  and  might 
perhaps  have  continued  fo,  had  I  not  made  a 
very  natural,  yet,  as  it  turned  out,  a  moft  un- 
fortunate remark.  "  Sir,"  faid  I,  "  you  appear 
to  have  been  a  great  traveller."  No  fooner 
were  thofe  words  faid,  than  he  raifed  his 
hands  in  a  moft  excited  way,  almoft  ftiouting 
out,  "  Traveller  !  yes,  indeed,  I  have  been  a  The  fpring. 
traveller !  and  for  what,  madam  ?  Tell  me 
why,  and  for  what  cause  I  have  travelled, 
madam  ? "  Here  he  motioned  nearer  to  me, 
at  the  fame  time  flourifhing  the  cutter  with 
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its  open  blade. — "  For  my  health,  yes;  madam, 
for  the  recovery  of  my  health  from  a  brain 
fever.  They  faid  I  was  out  of  my  mind, 
mad  for  fome  time ;  but  that  was  a  lie,  I  was 
foon  as  well  as  I  am  now." — He  laughed  in 
that  dreadfully  idiotic  way  fo  peculiar  to 
Mad.  infanity. — "  I  am  quite  recovered — as  well  as 
ever  I  was.  You  fee  I  am  quite  well.  Tell 
me  directly  you  do  not  doubt  it.  Tell  me 
fo."  And  then  he  flatted  up,  catching  hold  of 
my  wrift,  while  his  eyes  glared  like  a  wild 
bull.  Oh !  how  alarmed  I  was !  in  fa6t  I  was 
too  frightened  to  fcream,  and  had  I  done  fo, 
perhaps  he  would  have  ufed  his  knife.  My 
heart  beat  to  that  degree,  I  could  hear  its 
pulfations.  I  dreaded  the  weapon  being 
plunged  into  me.  "You  don't  think  me 
mad !  Say  you  fee  I  am  all  right !  Tell  me  so 
direcUy,  or,  madam,  I  '11  put  you  out  of  the 
window ! " 

I  faltered  out,  "  Oh,  yes  j  you  are  perfectly 
wellj   nothing  whatever  is  the  matter  with 
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you.      How    could    any    one  think    other- 
wife  ? " 

I  fpoke  in  that  way,  having  heard  that 
infane  people  muft,  for  fafety's  fake,  be 
always  humoured,  whatever  their  vagrant 
fancies  may  be,  and  thank  God  I  recollected 
the  caution.  The  poor,  deranged  young  man 
went  on  with  his  ravings. 

"Ay!  you  are  a  fenfible  young  woman. 
You  view  the  matter  as  every  perfon  mould 
have  done.  But  I  might  indeed  have  gone 
abfolutely  mad;  for,  madam,  they  treated  me 
like  a  dog — like  an  animal " — here  he  let  go 
my  wrift — "  tied  thofe  two  wrifts  together — 
kept  me  in  bed  when  nothing  on  earth  ailed 
me.  However,  I  had  a  fort  of  revenge,  I 
bit  the  Iheets  to  rags.  And  imagine  a  vile  stark  mad. 
old  wretch  being  placed  in  the  room,  who 
took  away  all  my  clothes — the  horrid  thief! — 
fed  me  with  fpoon-meat,  ay,  and  even  my 
razors  were  nowhere  to  be  found.  But  I 
determined  to  outwit  their  fuppofed  clever- 
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nefs.  Madam,  I  had  a  ftrange  feeling.  You 
know  what  that  feeling  is.  Tell  me  inftantly 
you  do  j  for  I  fee  you  have  had  fever  yourfelf. 
You  may  have  been  even  worfe  than  I  was — 
perhaps  really  mad — infane — deranged — fay 
you  have  $  ay,  I  fee  you  can  enter  into  what 
my  feelings  were.  Haven't  you  been  mad? " — 
and  he  ftarted  up,  his  eyes  glaring  more 
than  before.  I  meekly  anfwered,  "  Yes,  fir, 
I  know  it  all." 
Worfc.  "Then  you  have  been  mad  ? " — "  Yes." 

"  There,  now,  I  knew  I  was  right ;  fo  you 
(hall  hear  what  I  did.  I  had  a  wifh  to  put 
an  end  to  myfelf.  You  muft  know  what  that 
feeling  is ;  you  have  alfo  had  the  inclination  3 
you  have  alfo  feen  a  black  imp  in  the  corner 
of  the  room  telling  you  how  to  do  it  ?  Say 
you  have — I  know  you  have !  " — another  tug 
at  my  poor  wrift.  So  I  gently  faid,  "  Yes,  I 
have  feveral  times  wifhed  to  deftroy  myfelf." 
"And  feen  the  imp ? "—  « Yes."—  " Well, 
madam,  and  I  mould  have  done  it,  but  for  that 
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vile  beldame  with  her  owlifti  eyes  always 
fixed  on  me.  At  laft  I  feigned  fleep,  and 
foon  heard  the  old  creature  limping  down 
flairs.  Ha !  what  did  I  do  ?  Sprang  out  of 
bed,  rumed  to  the  wafhitand,  fmafhed  the 
drinking-glafs,  and  rumed  into  bed  again 
with  two  large  pieces." 

Here  I  thought  it  wife  to  pretend  ignorance 
of  his  motive. 

"What  did  you  break  the  glafs  for  ?"  faid 
I,  my  poor  heart  beating  as  faft  as  before,  yet 
I  (poke  in  a  quiet  tone. 

"What  for?  Why,  you  muft  know, 
madam,  what  my  intention  was.  Something 
whifpered  in  my  ear — '  Kill  yourfelf,  kill  Worft. 
yourfelf.'  You  have  heard  that  voice.  I 
know  you  have — for  you  have  evidently  been 
worfe  than  I  was — every  feeling  you  have 
experienced.  So,  juft  on  the  point  of  working 
away  at  my  throat,  who  mould  bounce  into 
the  room  but  the  lame  creature,  who  was  fo 
infpired,  that  me  really  rumed  at  me,  and, 
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with  her  iron  grafp,  forced  me  to  relinquifh 
the  glafs.  '  Oh,  my  lad,'  faid  me,  '  I  '11  have 
none  of  them  there  pranks,  fo  pleafe  to  behave 
yourfelf,  or  there's  a  nice-fitting  waiftcoat  for 
you.'  I  believe  I  was  a  little  ftrange,  and  no 
wonder,  while  enduring  fuch  treatment ;  but  I 
have  never  had  a  return  of  fever  from  that 
time  to  this,  and  foon  became  as  well  as  I  am 
at  this  moment." 

Then  came  another  idiotic  laugh,  which 
frightened  me  almoft  as  much  as  his  violence. 
Qver.  After  that  he  faid  no  more,  leant  back  in  the 
coach,  apparently  intent  on  the  road,  when,  on 
coming  in  fight  of  a  handfome  houfe  and 
grounds,  he  Iprang  up  and  called  to  the 
coachman,  "  Hallo,  coachy !  here  I  am  at 
home  ;  let  me  out,  I  fay."  He  was  put  down 
at  the  lodge-gate,  and  now  that  the  paroxysm 
of  infanity  had  pafled  off,  he  refumed  his 
former  manner,  and  made  me  as  elegant  a 
bow  as  any  nobleman  might  have  done. 
Alas !  poor  young  man  !  he  was  not  fit  to 
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travel  alone,  although,  on  the  prefent  occafion, 
he  might  have  got  on  quietly  enough,  if  I 
had  not  unhappily  hit  on  the  tender  word  of 
his  weakened  brain — traveller.  Indeed,  his 
violence  had  fo  unnerved  me,  it  required  all 
my  kind  friends'  attention,  on  reaching  High- 
ton  Park,  to  calm  my  agitation.  Lady  B 

faid  I  mould  not  again  be  fubjefted  to  fuch  a 
fcene  of  real  danger  -,  and  that  knife  might 
have  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  be  now 
writing  this  account  of  the  tranfa£tion.  There- 
fore, on  returning  to  London,  ihe  fent  her 
maid  with  me,  and  the  journey  was  made 
without  any  awkward  adventure. 

But  this  vilit  was  fated  to  be  one  of  more 
intereft  than  I  had  anticipated. 

Dear  Maggie,  before  commencing  thefe 
memoirs,  J  told  you  that  mine  was  too  un- 
eventful a  life  to  note  down  its  particulars  j 
yet,  as  my  pen  runs  on,  and  various  fcenes 
arife  from  their  hidden  depths  of  memory,  I 
begin  to  think  the  reverie,  and  even  while 


48 


Autobiography  of  Flora  Mc Donald. 


Governed. 


vifiting  Highton  Park  a  remarkable  incident 
took  place. 

A  lady,  I  mould  fay  about  thirty  years  of 
age,  was  flaying  in  the  houfe  as  a  guefl, 
Lady  B informed  me,  for  me  was  un- 
comfortably fituated  in  life,  her  father,  an 
influential  country  fquire,  having  taken  a 
fecond  wife,  who  infilled  on  Mils  Bingly 
feeking  a  home  elfewhere.  Having  had  an 
excellent  education,  fhe  was  well  qualified  to 

take  a  fituation  as  governefs,  and  Lady  B 

mentioned  her  cafe  to  a  friend  who  was 
intimate  with  a  French  lady,  the  fecond  wife 
of  an  Italian  nobleman,  the  Conte  D'Orani. 
The  Conte's  daughter  by  the  former  marriage 
was  about  eighteen,  and  the  ContefTa  had  one 
child,  quite  a  young  boy.  While  in  England 
the  Conteffa  was  inquiring  for  a  lady  to  refide 
with  her  in  Italy  as  governefs  for  their  little 
fon,  and  alfo  to  be  a  friendly  companion  to 
herfelf,  as  fhe  was  much  alone,  the  Conte 
generally  being  abfent,  either  in  Florence  or 
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Paris.  The  family  refidence  was  quite  in  the 
country,  an  ifolated,  gloomy,  old  caftle,.  and 
the  Contefla  had  fcarcely  any  fociety  j  but  all 
this  and  other  difcoveries  Mifs  Bingly  made 
when,  on  accepting  the  fituation,  (he  accom- 
panied the  Contefla  to  Italy.  She  flayed 
abroad  about  eighteen  months,  then  returned 
to  London  and  renewed  the  fociety  of  her 
former  friends.  She,  however,  was  not 
communicative;  far  from  it,  for  a  kind  of  |  Silence, 
myftery  feemed  to  hang  over  the  caufe  of  her 
leaving  fuch  an  eligible  fituation :  her  lips 
feemed  fealed  on  the  fubject  of  what  had 
taken  place  while  flie  was  in  the  caftle.  All 
(he  faid  was,  that  it  was  too  dull  a  refidence  to 
fuit  her  naturally  lively  difpofition,  there  being 
fo  little  fociety  either  vifiting  at  the  caftle  or 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  alfo  that  the 
young  Signorina  Giulia  was  too  overbearing 
and  haughty  to  be  under  the  control  of  any 
governefs.  "In  fact,"  faid  Mifs  Bingly, 
"  after  being  there  a  month,  I  did  not  intend 
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to  ftay — I  was  much  too  unhappy — I  could 
not  remain  for  a  continuance,  although  the 
Contefia  would  have  doubled  my  falary,  and 
fhe  was  a  charming  perfon  j  but  no  power  on 
earth  fhould  have  kept  me  an  hour  after  the 
time  agreed  on.  I  only  regret  I  flayed  beyond 
the  firft  week." 

In  vain  her  friends  demanded  the  caufe,  but 
to  no  purpofej  (he  would  reply  to  no 
queftions,  always  repeating,  "  I  was  too  un- 
happy to  ftay." 

"  Nor  have  I,"  faid  Lady  B ,  while 

giving  me  thele  particulars,  "  the  flighted 
Solicitude.  idea  of  her  reafon,  or  why  fhe  is  fo  altered 
both  in  manner  and  appearance.  She  ufed 
to  be  lively  and  ever  ready  to  oblige,  now 
you  muft  perceive  how  grave  and  abftra&ed 
fhe  is ;  there  is  evidently  fomething  on  her 
mind  which  I  have  tried  to  get  at, — not,  I 
aflure  you,  dear  Mifs  M'Donald,  from  idle 
curiofity,but  from  the  wifh  that  fhe  had  a  friend 
to  confide  in.  We  all  know  what  a  relief  it 
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is  to  an  overburdened  heart,  to  let  it  burft  the 
bonds  of  a  concealed  grief.  Ah  !  little  did 

Lady  B know  how  my  heart  could  reply 

to  that  fentiment!  "  Betides,"  continued  her 
Ladyfhip,  "  Mifs  Bingly  is  really  not  in  fpirits 
to  take  another  fituation,  and  as  I  have  a 
fincere  regard  for  her,  and  pity  her  portion,  Sadness. 
{he  is  moft  welcome  to  a  home  with  me.  I 
am  not  without  the  hope  of  fome  day  fo  far 
thawing  the  ice  of  concealment  as  to  induce 
her  to  tell  me  the  caufe  of  the  extraordinary 
change  that  has  come  over  her." 

And  little  did  Lady  B then  conceive 

that  the  flrange  myftery — at  leaft  a  part  of 
it,  for  the  after-details  which  I  mall  have  to 
relate  were  moll  horrid — was  to  be  explained 
on  the  following  day. 

Thus  it  was : — 

We  were  fitting  in  Lady  B 's  morning- 
room,  her  Ladyfhip  and  I  at  needlework,  Mifs 
Bingly  as  ufual  with  a  book  in  hand,  although 
too  abftra&ed  to  ufe  it,  nay,  for  matter  of 
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that,  I  verily  believe  me  held  it  upfide-down, 
when  we  were  ftartled  by  her  uttering  a 
violent  fcream.  She  fprang  from  her  feat, 
claiped  her  hands,  and,  with  a  horrified  look, 
appeared  to  be  addreffing  fome  one  in  the 
verandah.  "  O  Giulia  !  Giulia  !  you  wicked, 
bad  girl !  I  thought  as  much  !  You  have 
then  killed  her !  "  With  thofe  words  {he  fell 
down  in  a  fwoon,  nor  was  me  reftored  to 
her  fenfes  for  feveral  hours.  At  laft,  on 
opening  her  eyes,  {he  fighed  deeply,  and  ex- 
claimed, "  Where  am  I  ?  where  is  that  dread- 
ful girl  ?  take  her  away !  " 

We  gradually  calmed  her,  and  a  flood  of 
tears  greatly  relieved  her,  after  which  fhe 
was  able  to  tell  us  what  had  occafioned  the 
mock. 

"I  was  in  deep  thought,"  faid  me,  "my 
eyes  fixed  on  the  window,  when  the  fliadow 
of  a  female  figure  clofely  muffled  up  feemed 
to  glide  acrofs  the  verandah.  She  flowly 
raifed  the  long  veil,  held  out  her  hand,  in 
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which  was  a  glafs  goblet,  and  looked  fixedly 
at  me,  with  a  triumphant  yet  ghaftly  fmile ; 
then  turned  the  glafs  as  in  the  aft  of  empty- 
ing it.  Oh,  horror!  That  phantom  was 
Giulia  d'Orani,  and  in  her  other  hand  was  a 
bloody  dagger  ! " 

Poor  Mifs  Bingly  was  too  agitated  to  fay 
more  at  that  time,  but  later  fhe  fent  for  Lady 

B ,  to  whom  fhe  made  the  following  dif- 

clofures. 

"  No  doubt  you  have  been  furprifed,  dear  Relief.  ; 
lady,  by  my  fo  conftantly  refufing  to  ftate 
particulars  relative  to  my  manner  of  life 
while  with  the  Conteffa  in  Italy,  and  the 
caufe  of  my  leaving  the  caftle  j  and,  indeed, 
up  to  yefterday  I  mould  ever  have  kept  a 
ftricl:  filence  on  that  painful  fubjec~t.  But  now 
it  becomes  needful  I  mould  break  through 
that  apparently  ftrange  filence,  for  from  the 
appearance  of  that  dreadful  figure,  I  am  led 
to  believe  that  what  I  fo  much  feared  has 
come  to  pafs.  I  feel  certain  the  life  of  the 


54  Autobiography  of  Flora  McDonald. 

amiable  ContefTa  has  been  taken  away  through 
theinflrumentalityof  her  wicked  ftep- daughter. 

Yes,  Lady  B ,  you  may  well  ftart.     That 

bad  girl  hated  the  Conteffa,  and  even  has  gone 
fo  far  as  to  fay  to  me,  that  fhe  would  fome 
day  filence  her  mifchievous  tongue.  Part  of 
Hate  her  hatred  was  caufed  by  the  refufal  of  the 
Conte  to  fan&ion  her  marriage  with  a  perfon 
of  inferior  birth  and  no  fortune ;  and  becaufe 
the  Conteffa  urged  her  to  give  up  her  lover, 
the  wretched  Giulia  determined  to  feek  an 
opportunity  of  wreaking  vengeance  for,  as 
me  faid,  her  ftep-mother's  vile  influence  over 
her  father. 

"  I  fufpe&ed  the  manner  fhe  contemplated 
taking  the  poor  lady's  life,  knowing  the 
Signorina  was  not  unacquainted  with  the 
nature  of  various  poifons,  which  was  the 
eafieft  mode  of  effecting  her  purpofe,  the 
Conteffa  being  in  the  habit  of  taking  tifanes 
of  many  kinds ;  fo  I  carefully  watched  the 
girl's  proceedings,  and  even  had  an  antidote 
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in  cafe  my  poor  friend's  life  fhould  be 
attempted.  For  this  reafon  it  was  that  I 
relu&antly  agreed  to  ftay  longer  at  the  caftle ; 
indeed,  the  ContefTa  entreated  me  to  do  fo  with 
tears ;  alfo  the  Conte  faid  he  would  be  forry 
if  I  meditated  leaving  his  little  boy,  who  was 
fond  of  me,  and  paid  attention  to  whatever  I 
taught  him.  He  was  a  very  dear  child,  moil  The  boy. 
engaging;  but  altogether  mine  was  an  uncom- 
fortable life,  a  daily  witnefs  of  the  Contefla's 
unhappinefs,  and  having  to  endure  the 
daughter's  infolence.  It  was  painful  alfo 
to  fee  the  Conte's  indifference  towards  his 
wife,  whom  he  had  only  married  for  her  large 
fortune.  They  had  but  one  fubject  on  which 
they  could  agree,  and  that  was  in  thwarting 
the  daughter's  difgraceful  love  affair.  But 
had  I  been  even  more  unhappy,  I  could  not  in 
confcience  have  left  the  Conteffa  at  the  mercy 
of  fuch  a  bad-hearted  girl,  and  might  have 
remained,  had  not  an  attempt  on  my  own 
life  urged  my  departure.  I  fhall  always  think 
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it  was  made  in  confequence  of  my  having 
feen  fome  queer-looking  fubftance  in  a  bottle 
of  medicine  prepared  for  the  Conteffa,  my 
fufpicions  being  previoufly  excited  by  Giulia's 
anxiety  to  afcertain  whether  the  medicine  had 
been  taken.  There  was  a  thick  fediment  in 
the  gtafs,  which  the  unfortunate  lady  was  in 
the  aft  of  raifing  to  her  lips  !  I  ruihed  acrofs 
the  room,  and  darned  away  the  glafs,  juft  in 
time  to  avert  the  cataflrophe.  The  Contefla 
fhook  her  head,  looking  mournfully  at  me.  I 
fee  her  now  ! — that  laft  look  !  '  Ah ! '  faid 
fhe,  '  fome  day — fome  day ! '  That  was  all 
me  uttered  j  but  full  well  did  I  know  fhe 
dreaded  the  fatal  event.  And  now,  dear  Lady 

B ,  it  has  happened,  for  the  vifion  I  faw 

yeflerday  tells  me  fhe  has  died  by  foul  play. 
Yes !  and  I  have  a  ftrong  prefentiment  that 
the  wicked  young  murderefs  is  alfo  numbered 
with  the  dead.  Alas !  had  I  remained,  the 
dear  Contefla  might  ftill  be  living.  But  how 
could  I  do  fo  ?  My  life  had  been  endangered 
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by  poifoned  foup.     Yet,  not  knowing  how  to 

act,  I  confulted  an  old  lady  who  lived  not  far 

off:  Ihe  was  Englifh,  a  widow,  and  a  great 

comfort  to  me  in  my  lonelinefs.     It  was  by 

her  advice  I  determined  to  quit  the  hateful 

caftle,  though   not  without   difficulty.     The 

dear,  amiable  Conteffa  ! — it  coil  me  much  dif- 

trefs  to  part  from  her  and  her  pretty  boy. 

And  it  is  the  preffure  of  a  folemn  promife        Sealed,    j 

me  exacted  from  me  of  not  divulging  the 

caufe  of  my  leaving  that  has  kept  me  filent, 

and  the  conftant  dread  of  what  might  happen 

to  her  has  taken  away  my  energy  and  fpirits. 

Do  you  forgive  me,  my  dear  friend  ?     for, 

indeed,  I  can  fcarce  forgive  myfelf  for  not 

having  treated  you  with  the  confidence  your 

kindnefs  has  ever  merited." 

Lady  B begged  fhe  would  fay  no  more, 

but  be  calm  and  compofed,  for  which  pur- 
pofe  fhe  was  leaving  the  room,  when  Mifs 
Bingly  called  her  back,  with  the  requeft  that 
Mils  M'Donald  might  be  made  acquainted 
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with  what  fhe  termed  "  her  melancholy  tale." 
"  I  like  that  girl,"  fhe  faid,  "  for  fhe  is  fen- 
fible,  and  muft  be  admired  for  her  devotion 
to  the  Prince.  Yes !  I  fhould  wifh  her  to 
know  why  I  have  been  fo  dull,  and  unable  to 
enjoy  her  agreeable  fociety." 
Egotift.  I  am  no  egotift,  Maggie,  yet  obliged  to 

record  thefe  flattering  remarks,  or  fhould  be 
no  true  chronicler. 

Mifs  Bingly  received  a  long  letter,  indeed, 
quite  a  packet,  from  her  friend,  Mrs  Hutton, 
which  arrived  juft  three  days  after  the 
verandah-fcene.  It  had  a  black  feal  and  the 
Italian  poftmark,  fo  before  it  was  opened  we 
guefied  the  fatal  contents.  In  truth,  Mifs 
Bingly  was  too  agitated  to  read  it,  and  handed 

it  to  Lady  B .    It  was  as  follows, — for  the 

hiftory  of  this  unhappy  family  was  fuch  a 
curious  one,  fo  full  of  painful  romance,  I 
requefted  permiffion  to  take  a  copy,  which  I 
knew  Lady  Primrofe  would  feel  interefted  in 
perufing,  and  I  infert  it  in  thefe  memoirs. 
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"DEAR  Miss  BINGLY, — I  am  truly  dif- 
trefled  in  fending  you  fad,  very  fad  news. 
Our  dear  Conteflk  is  no  more!  and  there  is 
every  appearance  of  her  death  having  been 
caufed  by  poifon.  Ah !  our  fufpicions  were 
only  too  well  founded,  for  that  bad  bold  girl, 
in  an  exulting  way,  almqft  confefled  the  deed. 
But  I  mufl  even  mock  you  ftill  more,  for  the 
tragedy  only  two  days  fince  enacted  in  that 
odious  caftle  will  fcarcely  be  credited.  I 
feel  at  a  lois  for  words  to  exprefs  how  the 
horrid  events  occurred,  and  will  try  to  be  as 
concife  as  poflible. 

"All  three  are  gone— father,  mother,  and  Murder. 
daughter !  I  fcarcely  know  what  I  am 
writing;  but  you  will  be  fo  anxious  for 
particulars.  It  feems  the  Contefla's  con- 
fidential French  maid  was  as  ftrid  in  guarding 
her  miflrefs  againft  the  plots  of  that  wicked 
girl  as  you  were ;  but  poor  Louife  was  lying 
dangeroufly  ill,  which,  no  doubt,  gave  the 
Signorina  her  long-wifhed-for  opportunity. 
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The  poifon  was  adminiftered  in  a  glafs  of 
Hungary  water, — the  doctor  fays  fo  openly  5 
but  not  all  his  {kill  could  fave  her.  The 
Conte,  I  muft  fay,  is  very  kind,  and  declares 
the  perpetrator  (hall  be  brought  to  juttice, 
even  fliould  the  aflaffin  be  his  own  daughter  j 
but  he  will  not  believe  her  guilty.  His 
brother-in-law  is  at  the  caftle, — Monfieur  de 
St  Mai-lean, — and  he  attended  the  funeral  with 
other  relations  of  the  Contefla,  who  left 
immediately  afterwards.  Monfieur  is  going 
to  have  the  affair  thoroughly  invefligated ; 
even  if  it  fliould  be  neceflary  to  exhume  the 
Horror.  body.  The  daughter  s  hand  dejlroyed  her 
father  !  The  details  are  frightful.  She  had  a 
violent  altercation  with  the  Conte,  in  fuch  a 
loud  tone  as  to  be  overheard  from  the 
apartment  adjoining  his  ftudy.  She  braved  his  j 
authority,  faying,  flie  was  refolved  on  marry- 
ing that  low  man — you  know  whom  I  mean 
— and  demanded  as  a  right  the  money  fall- 
ing to  her  fhare  on  the  Contefla's  death. 
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" '  Never/  faid  the  Conte,  '  fhall  you  inherit 
a  fous  of  your  victim's  property  !  " 

"  '  Vi<Stim  ! '  fhe  cried,  in  a  fcoffing  tone  j  Shame. 
'  prove  your  words,  my  Lord  !  Ay  !  if  you 
dare  to  defy  me,  or  refufe  to  fign  thefe  papers 
which  are  duly  prepared  by  a  notary,  giving 
me  on  your  death  full  pofleflion  of  the  caftle 
and  eftates,  I  will  damage  your  reputation  in 
fuch  a  way  you  will  be  obliged  to  fly  this 
country,  and  perhaps  hide  in  your  dear 
favourite  France,  from  which  hated  clime 
you  thought  it  fit  to  bring  a  woman  to  place 
as  a  ftep-mother  over  my  head.  But  enough 
of  that  ftory,  all  now  finimed.  Sign  thofe 
papers,  or  I  will  be  avenged.' 

"'Giulia!'  fighed  the  poor  father,  'you 
have  ever  been  a  moft  undutiful  heartlefs 
daughter.  I  cannot  control  your  difgraceful 
marriage  intentions,  but  thefe  eftates  are 
hereditary  and ' 

" '  I  know  they  are,  and  I  am  your  eldeft 
born.' 
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" '  Not  fo ;  they  will  belong  to  my  fon.' 

" '  Oh !  then  you  wifh  to  place  that  puny 
brat  over  my  head!'  She  gave  an  ironical 
fmile.  '  But  my  dear  little  brother  requires 
a  lifter's  care  and  attention — he  muft  have 
medicine — ajlrong  dofe,  my  Lord  ! ' 

"  '  Giulia  !  wicked  girl !  you  muft  be  mad 
to  entertain  fuch  horrid  ideas  !  Surely  one 
victim  will  fuffice  on  whom  to  work  your 
wickednefs ! ' 

"'Say  thefe  words  again  at  your  peril,  and  I 

will but  ftayj  fign  thofe  papers,'  fhe  cried 

out,  with   a  menacing   attitude,   '  or   dread 
my  vengeance ! ' 

"  '  Never  !  I  will  not  fign  away  my  boy's 
inheritance ! ' 

Struggle.  "After  thefe  words  fcuffling  founds  were 

heard,  and  a  deep  groan,  mingling  with  dread- 
ful ihrieks. 

"The  attendants  rufhed  in.  Oh,  what  a 
horrid  fight !  There  lay  the  Conte  almoft 
dying  from  a  dagger-wound  in  the  breaft, 


This  is  thy  Sheath. 


and  the  wretched  Giulia  extended  on  the 
floor  in  a  pool  of  blood — dead  !  The  point  of 
a  dagger  was  Hill  in  her  heart.  The  table 
was  overturned,  fo  the  fuppofition  is,  that  in 
the  aft  of  {tabbing  her  father,  {he  had  dragged 
the  table  over  her,  in  the  fall  occafioning 
another  uniheathed  dagger  to  ftrike  her  wicked 
heart.  No  doubt  it  all  occurred  in  this  way, 
for  {he  was  of  too  cowardly  a  nature  to 
attempt  her  own  life,  therefore  the  crime  of 
felf-murder  is  fortunately  not  to  be  added  to 
her  black  catalogue  of  crime  !  The  {heath  of 
the  dagger  was  in  her  girdle. 

"  The  Conte  furvived  only  an  hour;  gafping 
for  breath,  he  was  unable  to  fpeak  beyond  a 
few  almoft  indiftinft  words  to  Monfieur  de  St 
Marlean,  in  whofe  hand  he  placed  thofe  of 
the  poor  orphaned  child.  His  look  was  fup- 
licating.  Monfieur  underftood  his  meaning. 
'Yes,  D'Orani,'  faid  he,  '  I  accept  the  charge, 
and  will  never  forfake  my  nephew.' 

"The  Conte  faintly  fmiled,  his  eyes  became 
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fixed  and  glafly,  and  with  a  deep  groan  he 
expired. 

"  He  will  be  interred  with  the  Contefla  in 
the  family-vault.  Alas  !  fo  foon  to  be  re- 
opened. Not  fo  the  young  murderefs !  for 
the  neighbours  are  fo  exafperated,  efpecially 
the  peafantry,  that  fome  of  them  declare 
Rage.  they  will  kick  the  coffin  to  pieces,  and  throw 
the  body  in  a  deep  pit !  therefore  fhe  is  to  be 
buried  at  an  unknown  hour,  perhaps  at  night. 
Thus  ends  this  dreadful  affair.  I  feel  quite 
upfet  at  witneffing  fuch  horrors  ! 

"  You  remember  Madame  de  St  Marlean — 
a  nice  perfon  !  Monfieur  inquired  for  you,  re- 
gretting you  were  no  longer  with  little  Henri. 
It  is  melancholy  to  hear  the  poor  child  j  he  is 
fo  constantly  lamenting  his  'petite  maman.' 
I  really  think,  if  you  would  like  to  be  fo 
placed,  they  would  be  very  glad  for  you  to 
refide  with  them  near  Paris,  and  to  have  the 
fuperintendence  of  the  little  boy.  In  fad, 
Monfieur  told  me  to  hint  the  fubjed  to  you ; 
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fo  think  of  it,  dear  Mils  Bingly,  and  give  an 
anfwer  foon. 

' '  I  cannot  write  any  more.  It  will  be 
fome  time  before  I  fhall  get  over  the  events 
of  the  laft  few  days.  Write  foon  to 

"  Your  fincere  friend, 

JANE  HATTON." 


This  fad  hiflory  made  us  all  melancholy, 
and  poor  Mifs  Bingly  was  quite  overcome. 
She  reflected  on  her  friend's  advice,  and 
accepted  Sir  Archibald's  kind  offer  of  com- 
municating with  Monfieur  de  St  Marlean;  fo, 
when  I  left  my  kind  friends  to  return  to  Lady 
Primrofe,  to  whofe  houfe  Sir  Archibald  kindly 
efcorted  me,  on  taking  leave  of  Mifs  Bingly, 
fhe  told  me  that  it  was  her  intention  to 
travel  almoft  immediately  to  France,  and  take 
charge  of  her  little  favourite. 

But  I  leave  this  melancholy  tale,  and  go 
on  to  fay  how  tired  I  foon  became  of  the 
conftant  whirl  of  London  fafhionable  life — out 
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all  day  in  her  Ladyfhip's  coach,  and  every  night 
to  fome  public  place  :  different  kinds  of  amufe- 
raent  to  while  away  the  late  hours.  I  was 
fick  of  the  compliments  paid  me  j  indeed, 
in  many  cafes  the  attentions  of  gentlemen 
went  beyond  compliments.  I  am  fearful  of 
being  thought  vain  in  repeating  fuch  mat- 
ters, yet,  after  the  lapfe  of  fo  many  years, 
I  may  fay,  that,  had  I  been  fo  dilpofed,  I 
might  have  been  molt  eligibly  married,  for  I 
Propofais.  had  offers  far  above  me  in  pofition  and  wealth. 
The  eldeft  fon  of  a  Cambrian  baronet,  well 
known  for  his  riches  and  the  pofieffion  of  a 
noble  eftate,  was  very  devoted  j  he  really 
feemed  attached  to  me,  and  his  fuit  was 
warmly  advocated  by  his  friend,  Lady  Prim- 
rofe ;  yet  it  pained  me  to  reject  a  perfon  evi- 
dently amiable  and  talented.  I  could  not 
acknowledge  the  refidence  of  a  partiality 
in  my  heart  for  one  who  had  perhaps 
forgotten  me.  So,  Maggie,  the  beaux  who 
flattered  a  fimple  Highland  laffie  with  propo- 
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fals  of  marriage,  could  not  fucceed  in  their 
hopes.  But  enough  of  this. 

It  was  reported  to  me  that  the  Princefs  of 
Wales  had  been  difpleafed  by  Lady  Margaret 
M'Donald  having  appeared  at  court  ((he  was 
obliged  to  go,  Sir  Alexander  having  been  in 

attendance  on  the  hateful  Duke  of  C ), 

faying,  "  She  was  forry  me  had  not  previoufly 
known  that  Lady  Margaret  had  been  con- 
cerned in  the  efcape  of  the  Pretender." 

"  Well,  madam,"  replied  Prince  Frederick, 
to  whom  the  remark  was  made,  "  fuppofe  you  Rebuke, 
had  known  it!  Would  you  not  have  a&ed  in 
the  fame  manner  if  that  unfortunate  man  had 
appeared  before  you  in  fuch  calamitous  cir- 
cumftances  ?  I  know,  I  am  fure,  you  would." 

No  doubt  the  Princefs  felt  the  rebuke, 
and  was  afhamed  of  fuch  a  heartlefs 
fpeech. 

Regarding  myfelf,  I  heard  the  Prince 
would  not  allow  any  one  to  fpeak  but 
with  becoming  refpe6t  relative  to  Prince 
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Charles's  efcape.    He   once  faid,  "  he  could 
appreciate  the  worth  of  my  exertions,  although 
they  were  ufed  for  the  fafety  of  a  rival." 
Charader.  Prince   Frederick    was   an    amiable   man, 

noble  minded  and  generous  in  character, 
far  different  to  his  father,  who  was  paffionate, 
obftinate,  and  dreadfully  ftingy  in  his  habits. 
Therefore,  the  father  and  fon  being  so  oppofite 
in  difpolition,  the  reports  bruited  about  of 
their  difagreements  occafioned  no  furprife 
to  thofe  who  could  withdraw  the  veil  from 
the  concealment  of  inner  court-life. 

And  one  day  I  faw  palling  in  a  royal 
coach  fuch  a  pretty  child — Prince  George, 
the  fon  of  Prince  Frederick — who,  many 
years  from  this  time,  mounted  the  throne, 
the  property  of  the  Stuarts,  as  George 
III.  of  Great  Britain  5  for  Prince  Frederick 
dying  in  1751,  this  boy,  then  only  thirteen 
years  of  age,  fucceeded  his  grandfather,  Old 
Geordie,  as  he  was  always  named  in  the 
Highlands. 
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I  was  returned  to  Skye  when  Prince 
Frederick  died,  and  truly  concerned  I  was  to 
hear  of  the  fad  event.  But  how  I  do  digrefs  ! 
My  friends  will  be  tired  of  reading  all  this. 
So  I  go  on  to  the  time  of  my  leaving  the 
hofpitable  roof  of  dear  Lady  Primrofe ;  for, 
after  receiving  the  Government  pardon,  oh  ! 
how  I  longed  to  be  at  home  again.  Alfo,  I 
was  tired  of  being  flared  at  j  for  fuch  an  ado 
was  made  of  the  little  aft  by  which  the  dear 
Prince  had  efcaped,  as  never  was  the  like  ! 
The  curiofity  of  the  people  was  really  annoy- 
ing. Sometimes  I  felt  the  colour  mount  to  Vexed. 
my  cheeks,  and  tears  in  my  eyes,  when 
young  men  fo  far  forgot  what  was  due,  not 
only  to  a  ftranger  in  their  country,  but  to 
the  fhrinking  timidity  of  a  fimple-minded 
girl,  as  to  Hand  in  groups  around  the  doors 
of  the  houfes  where  I  accompanied  Lady 
Primrofe  to  parties  and  routs  to  look  at  me ! 
And  frequently  I  heard  difloyal  remarks 
about  Prince  Charles,  which  vexed  me 
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even  more  than  their  inconfiderate  rudenefs 
to  myfelf. 

Return.  But  all  this  was  to  come  to  an  end,  for 

the  time  drew  nigh  for  me  to  begin  journey- 
ing to  dear  Scotland.  The  recolle6tion  of  its 
blue  hills  and  fweet  heather  was  too  deeply 
imprefied  on  my  memory  to  make  me  regret 
quitting  England}  nor  could  I  ever  wifh  to 
revifit  a  land  where  fo  many  of  my  days 
had  been  pafied  in  anxiety  and  wearinefs. 
Nay,  even  while  my  kind  hoflefs  did  all  Ihe 
could  to  amufe  and  cheer  me  up,  yet  the 
uneafinefs  I  was  enduring  about  all  the  dear 
people  at  home,  no  one  had  a  diflant  idea  of. 
I  think  her  Ladyfhip  guefled  my  fecret  wifh 
to  be  with  thofe  I  loved  j  for  one  day, 
while  at  our  needle,  fhe  remarked  on  my 
altered  looks,  which  fhe  fuppofed  was  caufed 
by  the  clofe  air  and  late  hours  of  London 
life.  "So,  my  dear,  although  I  wifh  you 
could  flay  with  me  altogether,  yet,  as  health 
is  the  firft  confideration,  and  much  I  fhall 
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grieve  to  part  with  you,  my  dear  creature,  I 

muft  not  be  felfifh;    your   friends   mufl  be 

wearying   for  your  return.     Only  you   muft 

not  think  of  going  until  I  fhall  have  arranged 

a  nice  plan  for  your  travelling  comfortably 

home.     What   do  you    think  of    Malcolm 

M'Leod  being  at  liberty,  and  about  to  return 

to  Raafay  ?      I  heard  this  yeflerday.     So,  my 

dear,  it  is  all  fettled  in  this  head  of  mine, 

that  you  and  he,  and  that  half-mad  fcarecrow         Efcort. 

Katie,    mail    journey    back     together — the 

opportunity  is   too   good   to   be   loft.      And 

another  thing  I  have  to  tell  you.     Now,  my 

dear,  your    Highland    pride    muft    not    be 

offended   by  the  knowledge   of  my   having 

raifed  a  little  fortune  for  the  fair  '  Prince's 

Preferver.'     Ay !  my  dear, — do  not  look   fo 

aftonifhed, — I   have    been   about  it    all   this 

time.     And   now  look  here,  my  dear  foul ! 

here  's  a  nice  prefent  to  take  back  to  your 

home." 

She  went  to  a  cabinet,  and  drew  out  an 


Autobiography  of  Flora  M' Donald. 


elegantly-knitted  filk  purfe,  faying,  as  fhe 
placed  it  in  my  hand,  "  There 's  juft  fifteen 
Dowry.  hundred  pounds — a  pretty  little  fura/'  added 
fhe,  fignificantly,  "to  help  on  the  intended 
wedding."  Then  fhe  Rifled  me  and  fmiled. 
I  knew  the  allufion,  for  Lady  Prirarofe  had 
often  joked  me  about  having  an  admirer  in 
a  fly  corner,  on  occafions  when  I  declined  re- 
ceiving attentions  from  one  gentleman  in 
particular  whom  fhe  much  wifhed  me  to 
marry.  I  fear  at  this  moment  my  confcious 
cheeks  told  her  the  true  tale.  "  Well,  my 
dear,  there  's  no  controlling  thefe  little  heart 
affe&ions.  Be  married  and  happy,  dear  Flora  ! 
and  may  I  live  to  fee  you  fo,  fhould  I  ever 
vifit  again  the  bonnieft  of  all  countries — my 
native  Scotland. 

Was  fhe  not  kind,  this  dear  lady,  who  had 
been  like  a  fecond  mother  during  all  my 
troubles  ? 

Well,  true  to  her  word,  the  very  next  day 
Malcolm  M'Leod  came  to  dinner ;  and  well 
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do  I  remember  how  he  made  us  laugh  by  men- 
tioning a  circumflance  which  happened  while 
the  Prince  was  concealed  in  a  cave  during  his 
wanderings  in  Raafay.  "  Only  two  men  were 
with  him/'  faid  Malcolm.  "  I  forget  their 
names, — a  M'Donald,  of  courfe,  Mifs  Flora  " 
— looking  archly  at  me — ' '  for  Charlie  always 
managed  to  have  one  of  that  faithful  clan 
with  him." 

On  this  occafion  they  were  foraging  for 
provilions,  and  left  the  Prince  alone.  Night 
came  on,  and  having  no  light,  he  lay  down 
in  his  plaid,  and  tried  not  to  feel  the  hard  Content. 
rough  ftones  under  him ;  but  the  intenfe  cold 
drove  away  all  chance  of  deep.  Then  recolleft- 
ing  an  old  blanket  which  was  in  a  bundle  at 
the  end  of  this  difmal  hole,  he  fprang  up, 
groping  his  way  down  the  cave,  which  was  fo 
narrow,  that  by  ftretching  out  his  arms  he 
could  touch  the  fides.  It  was  a  gradual 
defcent  towards  the  end,  not  more  than  three 
feet  in  height. 
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As  he  advanced  thus  flowly,  he  heard  a 
queer  found,  like  the  clattering  of  a  perfon's 
teeth  from  cold.  Naturally  thinking  of  a  con- 
cealed enemy,  and  having  not  even  a  flick  to 
defend  himfelf,  he  thought  of  retreating, 
when,  through  the  chinks  of  the  broken 
rock — his  eyes  by  this  time  more  accuftomed 
to  the  gloom — a  ftrange  fight  made  him  ftart. 

"  And  what  d'ye  think  it  was  ?  My  lady, 
ye '11  never  guels.  I  can't  help  laughing 
when  I  tell  this  ftory,  and  fo  did  his  Royal 
Spy.  Highnefs  afterwards.  A  poor  little  old 

monkey,  fitting  all  of  a  heap,  fhivering  and 
clattering  his  jaws  like  a  pair  of  nut-crackers !  " 
But  the  wife  creature  had  tried  to  make 
himfelf  comfortable  under  exifting  circum- 
ftances,  having  burft  open  the  bundle, 
fcattered  the  things  about,  ftuck  a  red  night- 
cap on  his  head  in  molt  jaunty  fafhion,  and 
wrapt  around  him  was  the  blanket  intended 
to  fhelter  the  fhoulders  of  royalty  !  Oh ! 
he  grinned  and  chattered,  with  fuch  ftrange 
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bowlings,  the  Prince  feared  the  noife  would 
attra6t  the  attention  of  the  fentinels  who 
were  everywhere  about. 

However,  the  fage  gentleman  clung  to  his 
ftolen  property,  refilling  every  attempt  of  the 
rightful  owner  to  gain  poflefiion  of  the 
blanket. 

Fancy  the  furprife  of  the  two  men  when 
they  returned,  and  faw  their  Prince  fide  by 
fide  with  fuch  a  companion !  The  poor 
animal  had  probably  entered  the  cave  for 
flicker,  and  was  nearly  dead  from  hunger  $ 
but  after  having  had  the  honour  of  partaking 
of  food  with  the  Prince,  in  due  time  it  received  A  pair. 
a  hint  to  leave,  being  driven  forcibly  from 
the  cave.  The  Prince  ufed  to  enjoy  this 
joke,  and  in  mentioning  it  always  imitated 
the  animal's  queer  geftures.  He  fuppofed  it 
had  efcaped  from  fome  private  refidence  in 
the  neighbourhood,  as  monkeys  were  fo 
feldom  feen  in  thofe  parts  j  and  during  their 
three  days'  hiding  they  never  faw  any  more 
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of  their  favage  friend.  "  Perhaps,"  added 
Malcolm,  "  the  fare  was  not  good  enough 
Feaft.  for  the  gentleman,  being  only  dry  cheefe 
and  oatmeal,  with  nothing  but  water  from 
a  fpring  hard  by.  Poor  Charlie !  how  he 
would  have  done  jultice  to  a  dinner  like  this, 
my  Lady  Primrofe !  " 

"  Ay !  and  I  wifh  his  Royal  Highnels  was 
here  to  partake  of  it ;  indeed,  how  happy  I 
fhould  be  to  know  where  he  is  at  this 
moment.  But  I  will  not  defpair  of  feeing 
him  fome  day,  when  Charlie  mail  come  '  to 
tak'  his  ain  again.' "  This  line  her  Ladyfhip 
was  fo  fond  of  repeating,  from  a  fong  of  the 
day  !  And,  dear  Maggie,  I  have  good  reafons 
for  believing  that  Lady  Primrofe  did  not  only 
fee  Prince  Charles,  but  received  him  into  her 
houfe  for  a  few  days,  when  he  was  in  London 
many  years  after  under  a  difguifed  name. 
The  reafon  was  obvious,  although  no  other 
attempt  has  ever  been  made  of  his  "takin' 
his  ain  again." 
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And  now  all  was  fettled  for  our  journey  two 
days  after.  Her  Ladyfhip  managed  every- 
thing— hired  a  conveyance — helped  me  and 
Katie  with  our  packing,  not  forgetting  to  flip 
in  the  boxes  fundry  ufeful  articles  as  remem- 
brances— and  infifting  on  being  at  all  the 
expenfe  of  the  journey.  As  for  my  kind- 
hearted  companion,  he  was  vaftly  amufed  when 
told  he  was  to  take  charge  of  me. 

"  Why,  Mifs  Flora  !  "  faid  Malcolm,  «  here 
am  I,  who  came  up  to  London  to  be  hanged, 
going  back  to  Scotland  in  grand  ftyle,  and 
with  you  in  a  braw  pofl-chaife  !  " 

He  congratulated  me  on  my  little  fortune, 
but  its  poffeffion  did  not  make  me  feel  com- 
fortable ;  the  fa6t  of  a  fubfcription  rather 
annoyed  me,  and  poffibly  would  be  difpleafing 
to  my  Highland  relations.  However,  to  have 
refufed  the  money  would  have  juftly  offended 
my  excellent  patronefs ;  fo  the  long  purfe  was 
carefully  enfconced  at  the  bottom  of  the 
travelling- trunk. 
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Nor  muft  I  forget  to  mention  a  lovely  gift 
Lady  Primrofe  made  me,  by  placing  on  my 
finger  fuch  an  elegant  ring  which,  {he  faid, 
I  was  never  to  wear  without  remembering 
her. 

The  ring.  j  think,  Maggie,  you  have  feen  it.  However, 

for  my  other  friends  who  may  read  thefe 
jottings  of  a  defultory  pen,  I  will  defcribe  it. 
In  a  bafket  of  the  fineft  gold  filigree  was  con- 
tained a  tiny  bunch  of  wee  rofes  compofed  of 
diamonds  and  leaves  of  green  enamel  and 
emeralds  j  the  part  round  the  finger  was  a 
band  of  white  enamel,  with  an  infcription  in 
fmall  gilded  letters,  in  Latin,  the  meaning  of 
which  was,  "  Flora,  Preferver  of  the  White 
Rofe  !  "  Oh,  fo  pretty  !  I  had  many  more 
articles  of  jewellery  given  me  by  various 
ladies,  who  were  fo  kind  as  to  fay  they  never 
could  do  enough  for  me ;  but  this  beautiful 
ring  I  preferred  to  all  the  other  prefents,  and 
I  knew  it  would  pleafe  every  one  at  home, 
the  device  being  fo  gracefully  complimentary. 
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Well,  after  nearly  finiftring  our  travelling 
arrangements,  tired  enough  I  was,  for  Lady 
Primrofe  inlifted  on  taking  me  to  call  on  fuch 
a  number  of  people  who  were  anxious  to  bid 
good-bye  to  Flora  M 'Donald  j  fo  I  felt  quite 
overwhelmed  when,  the  chaife  at  the  door, 
Malcolm  in  readinefs  as  the  efcort,  and  honeft 
Katie  waiting  for  me  to  Hep  in  after  having 
arranged  the  parcels  to  her  liking,  I  threw 
my  arms  around  the  dear  miftrefs  of  the 
houfe,  who  had  fo  befriended  me.  We  were 
both  in  tears.  In  another  moment  the  fteps 
of  the  chaife  were  puttied  back,  the  door 
banged  to,  the  poftboy  cracked  his  whip,  and 
off  we  were ! 

I  cannot  defcribe  my  fenfations,  mingled  as        Parting, 
they  were  with  joy  at  going  home,  and  regret 
at  leaving  fome  dear  friends,  whom  it  was  not 
likely  I  mould  again  meet. 

I  promifed  to  write  occafionally  to  Lady 
Primrofe,  and  did  fo,  until  her  death  a  few 
years  fince. 
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While  we  journeyed  on,  Malcolm  told  me 
of  much  that  had  paffed  in  the  Highlands 
during  the  laft  few  months  relative  to  the 
Prince's  movements,  he  having  conducted  his 
Royal  Highnefs  from  Raafay  to  many  other 
places, — to  the  M'Donalds  of  Morar,  the 
M 'Donalds  of  Borrodale  and  Glenaladale,  and 
the  M'Kinnons  of  Corry.  John  M'Kinnon 
was  Malcolm's  brother-in-law,  and  he  took  a 
warm  intereft  in  the  royal  fugitive,  and 
during  fome  of  their  wanderings  the  Prince 
was  difguifed  as  his  fervant,  patting  by  the 
name  of  Lewis  Caw,  the  fuppofed  fon  of  a 
furgeon  in  Crieff. 

Malcolm  related  an  amufing  tale  of  the 
Difguife.  Prince  while  going  about  as  his  fervant.  In 
the  courfe  of  their  wanderings,  they  had  fallen 
into  a  bog,  fo,  on  reaching  the  houfe  of  John 
M'Kinnon  at  Ellagol,  the  Captain  told  the 
girl  in  Gaelic  to  bring  hot  water  and  wafh 
his  feet.  While  me  was  doing  this,  he  faid, 
pointing  to  the  poor,  defpifed,  ill-looking  Lewis 
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Caw,  "You  fee  that  poor  fellow  yonder? 
How  lick  he  is  !  It  will  be  a  charity  to  clean 
his  feet.  Indeed,  he  more  needs  attending  to 
than  I  do." 

"What!"  faid  me,  "afk  me  to  do  fuch  a 
fervice  ?  No;  if  I  warn  the  feet  of  your  father's 
fon,  they  are  the  matter's ;  but  to  touch  the 
toes  of  his  mother's  fon — a  low  peafant !  very 
fine  truly !  No  ;  I  canna  do  it !  " 

Malcolm,  however,  at  lafl  perfuaded  the 
offended  damfel  to  lower  her  dignity ;  but,  in 
the  aft  of  warning  poor  Charles's  legs  and 
feet,  me  was  fo  crofs.  at  being  obliged  to  do  it, 
fo  very  rough  in  her  handling,  he  begged 
M'Leod  to  defire  her  not  to  rub  fo  hard. 
He  fpoke  low,  left  (he  mould  hear  he  had  no 
Gaelic. 

"And  truly  a  ftrange  figure  he  was,"  faid 
Malcolm 5  "  his  wig  taken  off,  an  old  clout  of 
a  handkerchief  on  his  head,  with  a  cotton 
nightcap  drawn  over  it,  and  leather  thongs 
inftead  of  buckles  to  his  old  brogues ;  fuch  a 
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guy!  his  own  mother  wouldn't  have  found 
him  out ! " 

Old  Corry  had  accompanied  them,  and 
would  have  gone  farther,  but  the  Prince 
declined  his  fervices  in  confequence  of  his  age; 
fo  John  M'Kinnon  of  Ellagol  continued  his 
guide  until  his  Highnefs  was  left  in  Borrodale's 
charge ;  and  M'Kinnon,  on  returning  home- 
wards, had  nearly  reached  his  houfe  when  he 
Traps.  was  taken  by  a  party  of  militia,  fent  up  to 
London,  where,  after  fome  months'  imprifon- 
mentj  he  was  allowed  to  go  back  to  Scotland. 
"  In  truth,  Mils  Flora,"  faid  Malcolm,  "  we  are 
all  lucky  to  efcape  fo  well;  but  I  fuppofe  that 

wretched    Duke    of  C has   hanged   fo 

many,  he  is  tired  of  fuch  fun.  Thefe  miffor- 
tunes  have  deeply  affected  our  unhappy  Prince. 
1  often  heard  him  murmuring  in  his  broken 
fleep,  fpeaking  incoherently  in  Italian,  French, 
and  Englifh.  Once  he  faid  diftincUy, '  O  God  ! 
poor  Scotland ! '  It  fair  grieved  me,  for  it 
fliowed  how  bitter  his  thoughts  were." 
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Captain  M'Leod  alfo  told  me  of  a  curious 
fa<5t  connected  with  his  Royal  Highnefs's 
hairbreadth  efcape — a  fingular  circumftance. 

When  hard  prefled  in  the  direction  of 
Glenmorrifton,  he  was  indebted  to  a  band 
of  feven  Highlanders  for  protection  during  Friends. 
feveral  days.  Thefe  men,  having  fought  for 
their  Prince,  could  be  trufted.  They  were 
felf-outlawed,  to  fave  their  lives  from  a  cruel 
Government,  fupporting  themfelves  as  beft 
they  could ;  and  bad  enough  as  that  was,  the 
fituation  of  their  unfortunate  Prince  was  a 
great  deal  worfe,  he  having  been  obliged  to  take 
fhelter  from  the  mufket-fliots  of  the  foldiery, 
who  were  fcouring  the  country  to  deftroy  the 
poor  creatures  who  had  fled  in  terror  to  hide 
themfelves  amongit  the  hilts.  The  Prince  had 
never  been  in  greater  danger,  fo  the  party  of 
faithful  McDonalds  then  conducting  him 
hurriedly  concealed  him  in  a  fmall  hole  amongft 
the  bufhes.  Alas !  how  miferable  muft  have 
been  this  place !  fo  narrow  ancl  fjiort,  that  he 
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could  not  lie  at  full  length,  and  expofed  to 
hunger,  fatigue,  and  rain  in  torrents. 

In  this  diftrefs  the  party  refolved  to  have 
recourfe  to  "  the  feven  men  of  Glenmorrifton," 
as  they  were  called,  knowing  they  were  to  be 
found  fomewhere  in  that  neighbourhood. 

Their  names  were  Gregor,  Alexander, 
Donald,  and  Hugh,  of  the  Chifholm  clan, 
John  and  Alexander  M'Donald,  and  Patrick 
Grant.  At  firft,  the  rank  of  the  Prince  was 
concealed  from  them,  but  on  going  to  the 
place  of  meeting,  they  recognifed  him,  fo  the 
three  prefent  took  an  oath  of  fidelity  to  their 
royal  mailer.  The  others,  who  were  at  a 
diftance  foraging  for  plunder,  returned  the 
Oaths.  next  day,  and  they  alfo  fwore  to  be  faithful ; 

indeed,  fo  truly  did  they  keep  their  pledge, 
i 

that  not  until  they  heard,  long  after,  of  the 

Prince's  fafe  arrival  in  France,  did  they  ac- 
knowledge having  aflifled  him. 

With  thefe  rough  yet  good-hearted  men  he 
was  kept  for  three  weeks,  well  fed,  and  at 
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night  made  as  comfortable  as  a  bed  of  frefh 
heather  admitted  of,  and  one  of  them  was 
often  fent  to  Fort  Auguftus  for  information 
refpe6ting  the  Prince's  chance  of  getting  away 
to  France.  "  And  what  do  you  think,"  faid 
Malcolm,  "  of  a  noble  gift  to  the  Prince  from 
one  of  the  band,  on  returning  from  Fort 
Auguftus  ?  You  '11  never  guefs,  Mifs  Flora,  fo 
I  '11  juft  tell  you.  It  was  a  pennyworth  of 
gingerbread  !  which  the  poor  fellow  thought  A  gift. 
would  be  confidered  a  dainty  bit  for  his  Royal 
Highnefs. 

We  both  enjoyed  this  joke,  which  I  only 
mention  as  a  proof  of  the  man's  kind  feeling. 
They  accompanied  the  Prince  and  his  com- 
panions as  far  as  Loch  Arkaig,  and  then,  after 
a  friendly  farewell,  returned  to  their  wild 
courfe  of  life. 

And  now,  Maggie,  I  will  tell  you  a  curious 
ftory  I  heard  many  years  ago  about  one  of 
thefe  men,  Hugh  Chifholm,  who,  when  in 
Edinburgh,  was  vifited  by  feveral  perfons  from 
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whom  he  received  fums  of  money,  but  in 
{baking  hands  he  always  gave  his  left,  faying, 
that  "  as  his  right  hand  had  been  fhaken  by 
the  Prince  at  parting,  from  that  moment  he 
refolved  never  to  give  his  right  hand  to  any 
man  until  he  faw  Charles  Stuart  again."  A 
ftrange  fancy  was  it  not  ?  I  wonder  whether 
he  was  more  courteous  to  ladies  ! 

I  alfo  heard  that  when  the  Prince  got 
fafely  acrofs  the  water,  he  fent  thefe  men 
twenty-four  guineas,  as  a  recompenfe  for  their 
rude  hofpitality  at  a  time  when  he  was  forely 
in  need  of  help. 

It  was  about  this  period  that  poor  young 
Roderick  M'Kenzie  met  his  death.  He  had 
ferved  in  the  Prince's  regiment  of  life-guards, 
and  being  tall  and  elegant-looking,  alfo  fome- 
what  refembling  him  in  countenance,  he 
might  well  have  been  miftaken  for  his  Royal 
Highnefs.  While  fkulking  in  the  Braes  of 
Glenmorrifton  he  encountered  a  body  of 
Hanoverian  foldiers,  and  attempted  to  efcape, 


Reward. 


The  Dukes  Delight. 


but  they  furrounded  him  3  fo  knowing  his  life 
muft  be  forfeited,  and  recollecting  his  likenefs 
to  the   Prince,  he  exclaimed,  in   a  tone  of 
authority,    "  Villains !    you   have   (lain  your      A  loyal  He. 
Prince." 

The  foldiers,  delighted  at  having  fecured 
their  prize,  cut  off  the  head  of  the  unfortunate 
young  man,  took  it  to  Invernefs,  and  there 
are  people  who  fay  that  the  brutal  Duke  of 

C had    it    packed    in    a    bafket,    and 

journeyed  with  the  ghaftly  treafure  to  London. 
However,  on  its  being  mown  to  one  Morifon, 
a  former  valet  of  the  Prince,  who  nearly 
fainted  at  the  horrid  fight,  he  fwore  pofitively 
it  was  not  the  head  of  his  royal  mafter.  Poor 
M'Kenzie  !  his  fate  was  hard,  and  let  us  hope 
he  was  pardoned  for  dying  with  an  untruth 
on  his  lips. 

But  to  continue  our  journey. 

On  reaching  York,  we  went  by  invitation 
to  the  houfe  of  Dr  Burton.  This  gentleman 
had  juft  been  liberated  from  a  long  confine- 


88  A  utobiog  raphy  of  Flora  M' Donald. 

ment  in  jail  for  the  part  he  took  in  ferving  the 
Prince. 

We  were  not  there  many  days,  for  I  was 
fo  impatient  to  get  home  to  my  dear  mother, 
and  feel  fecured  in  our  quiet  retreat  from 
future  danger.  The  troubles  I  had  under- 
gone were  beginning  to  affeft  my  health,  but 
all  was  forgotten,  and  my  heart  cheered,  when 
the  firft  peep  of  the  blue  hills  reached  my 
eager  fight.  The  "  Highland  rofe  "  was  not 
fo  bright  as  formerly,  yet  it  would  now  foon 
regain  its  hue  and  vigour. 
Home.  But  let  me  pafs  over  the  happy  meeting 

with  my  mother  and  kind  flep-father,  who 
could  now  praife  me  for  what  I  had  done, 
which  commendation  added  to  the  pride  I 
felt  in  exhibiting  all  the  prefents  given  to  me 
from  fo  many  grand  people, — "to  be  kept," 
laid Armadale,  "as  heir-looms  in  the  family." 
And  fo  they  are,  dear  Maggie,  as  you  fo  well 
know,  having  feen  fo  many  of  the  pretty  articles 
which  ornament  our  beft  room;  and  I  have  alfo 
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fome  trinkets  of  value,  that  I  wear  on  grand  - 
occafions. 

When  I  came  to  the  bottom  of  the  box, 
and  in  a  hefitating  way  placed  the  purfe 
in  my  ftep-father's  hand,  telling  him  its 
hiftory,  he  remarked,  "The  money  being 
given  you  in  kindnefs,  it  muft  be  accepted  as 
fuchj  yet  I  would  rather  it  had  not  been 
offered." 

I  allured  him,  that  was  alfo  my  feeling, 
but  dear  Lady  Primrofe  would  not  hear 
of  a  refufal,  which  alone  induced  me  to  take 
it. 

Malcolm  M'Leod  was  prefent  when  this 
was  faid,  and  came  to  my  refcue. 

"  Indeed,  Mifs  Flora,  ye  could  not  do  lefs 
than  accept  the  bounty,  for  otherwife  the  good 
leddy  would  have  gone  right  demented.  Ye 
weel  deferved  the  filler,  and  more  than  as 
much  again." 

The  kind-hearted  Malcolm  faid  this  on 
parting,  making  me  warmly  by  the  hand  as 
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he  left  us,  after  a  few  days'  Hay  at  Armadale, 
to  return  to  Raafay. 

So,  when  I  was  comfortably  fettled  at  home, 
again  taking  to  my  quiet  occupations,  after  fee- 
ing thofe  of  my  friends  in  the  neighbourhood 
who  were  curious  to  learn  all  the  adventures 
which  had  befallen  "The  Prince's  Preferverj" 
the  joy  of  meeting  dear  Angus,  who  came 
over  from  Miltoun  to  welcome  back  his 
"rebel"  lifter,  as  he  jokingly  termed  me 5 
Old  faces.  the  pleafure  of  renewing  our  country  walks, 
rides,  and  unchaining  the  wee  boatie  for  a 
fail  on  the  friendly  lake  j  my  little  pony  neigh- 
ing and  rubbing  its  rough  head  on  my  moulder, 
while  honeft  Sidger,  jealous  of  any  attention 
to  another  favourite,  barked  and  gambolled 
around  his  happy  miftrefs  to  his  heart's  con- 
tent j — all  this  brought  me  my  former  peace  of 
mind.  I  will  now  confefs  why  I  had  named 
him  Sidger:  it  reminded  me  of  one  then 
far  away,  a  foldier  with  his  regiment,  for 
that  is  the  meaning  of  the  Gaelic  word. 


Jam  ie  M  'Dougal  Aga  in.  9 1 

Every  day  I  gleaned  fome  news  of  the 
changes  which  had  occurred  during  the  many 
months  I  had  been  abfent,  and  amongft  them 
none  pained  me  more  than  hearing  of  the 
unhappinels  of  our  dear  friends  at  Rowan's 
Dyke,  the  M'Dougals,  who  were  made  fo 
miferable  by  the  lofs  of  their  fon,  my  former 
tormenting  admirer,  poor  half-mad  Jamie. 

It  feems  that  after  ferving  as  mate  of  a 
merchant  fhip,  the  veffel  was  wrecked  off  the 
coaft  of  Guinea,  and  all  the  crew  fuppofed  to 
have  perifhed,  for  none  were  ever  heard  of, 
except  our  poor  lad,  who  was  warned  alhore, 
nearly  dead  from  exhauftion  and  hunger. 
He  had  been  for  two  days  on  a  fmall  rock  in  Caftaway. 
the  ocean,  expofed  to  the  rays  of  a  burning 
fun,  which  at  laft  was  fo  overpowering,  he 
muft  have  loft  all  confcioufnefs,  and  been 
dafhed  by  the  waves  off  the  rock,  more  dead 
than  alive.  In  this  wretched  ftate  he  was 
found  by  a  moft  excellent  man,  who  took  him 
to  his  houfe.  He  was  a  Romifh  prieft,  who 
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had  lived  for  years  in  that  defolate  fpot  with 
a  favourite  nephew,  whofe  recent  death  had 
nearly  broken  the  old  man's  heart.  He  was 
fo  loved  and  refpe&ed  by  the  few  inhabitants 
of  that  quite  remote  part  of  the  world,  they 
Oafis.  fought  his  advice  in  all  their  little  affairs,  and 

many  a  poor  foul  was  he  the  means  of  com- 
forting in  their  earthly  diftrefies,  and  pointing 
them  to  the  path  of  everlafting  peace  and  joy. 
Although  a  foreigner,  yet  he  had  a  flight 
knowledge  of  Englifh,  by  which  means  he 
made  out  poor  Jamie's  hiftory  as  foon  as  his 
weakened  ftrength  enabled  him  to  Ipeak,  but 
it  was  many  days  before  he  gave  a  fign  of 
recolle&ion.  The  poor  people  were  fo  kind 
in  their  humble  way,  and  the  good  father 
watched  him  with  the  anxiety  of  a  parent. 

"Dear  boy,"  faid  the  worthy  man,  "  God 
has  taken  my  lafl  fupport,  the  prop  of  my 
old  age  j  therefore,  fhould  it  be  His  blefled 
will  to  reftore  you,  ftay  with  me,  be  in 
his  place,  the  comfort  and  folace  of  my  old 
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age.  I  will  leave  you  all  I  poffefs,  and 
when  fummoned  to  a  brighter  world,  you 
can  return  to  your  native  land.  It  will  not 
be  for  long ;  I  feel  the  aged  tree  is  bending 
beneath  the  blaft  it  has  lately  endured." 

But  it  was  npt  fo  to  be.  The  poor  lad 
rallied  for  a  few  days,  and  then  gradually 
fankj  the  mock  had  been  too  much  for 
a  frame  previoufly  weakened  by  the  heavy 
drudgery  of  a  feafaring  life.  And  when 
all  was  over,  the  good  prieft  mourned  his 
lofs,  and  buried  him  by  the  rites  of  the 
Romim  Church,  in  the  fame  grave  with  his  Poor 

Jamie! 

nephew. 

All  thefe  particulars  were  fent  to  the 
family  at  Rowan's  Dyke  as  foon  as  the  old 
man  had  the  opportunity  of  meeting  with  a 
perfon  who  could  write  a  clear  letter  inEnglifh, 
which  was  not  for  fome  months,  and  he 
alfo  managed  to  fend  home  the  remains  of 
poor  Jamie's  lilver  watch.  I  fay  the  remains, 
for  with  the  knocking  about  on  the  rocks, 
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it  was  broken  in  pieces,  the  works  and  cafe 
fmafhed  almoft  flat.  However,  fuch  as  it  was, 
the  unhappy  parents  have  treafured  it  as  a 
melancholy  remembrance  of  their  haplefs 
boy.  The  old  laird  was  almoft  belide  him- 
felf  with  grief,  nor  lels  bitter  were  the 
mother's  feelings,  although  in  a  great 
meafure  confoled  by  the  information  that 
Jamie  had  expreffed  on  his  death-bed  fincere 
Repents,  contrition  for  having  caufed  his  parents  lo 
much  forrow,  and  had  he  lived,  he  would 
have  returned  to  them  a  changed  character. 
Alas  !  poor  fellow  !  there  certainly  had  been 
room  for  improvement. 

My  early  friend  Jeflie  M'Dougal  was 
well  married  during  my  abfence,  but  as  her 
home  is  in  a  diftant  ifland,  it  is  not  likely 
we  fliall  often  meet.  She  has  no  family. 
It  is  now  many  years  lince  the  old  man  died  ; 
he  never  recovered  the  lofs  of  his  idolifed 
fon;  and  Mrs  M'Dougal  lived  to  a  great 
age,  refpeded  and  loved  by  all  in  the  neigh- 
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bourhood,  by  none  more  fo  than  myfelf, 
although  there  was  fuch  a  difference  in  age. 
Rowan's  Dyke  is  ftill  (landing,  but  pofleffed 
by  other  parties. 

How  true  is  the  remark  of  fome  author, 
that  in  this  world,  if  we  feek  for  more  happi- 
nefs  than  can  be  afforded  by  a  feeling  of  calm 
contentment,  we  mult  expe6t  to  reap  difap- 
pointment !  In  my  heart's  core  there  was  a 
ipot  filled  with  anxiety,  nor  was  it  removed 
for  many  weeks  after  returning  home,  until 
the  joyful  news,  which  had  been  long  in 
coming,  reached  our  diftant  part  of  the  world, 
that  the  dear  Prince  was  fafely  landed  on  the 
coaft  of  Bretagne,  and  was  to  proceed  from  France. 
Morlaix  to  Pans. 

I  think  I  have  before  mentioned  that  Niel 
M'Eachan  had  accompanied  his  royal  mafter, 
and  a  letter  came  from  that  worthy  man, 
giving  moft  interefting  particulars  of  their 
hairbreadth  efcape  from  danger,  the  veffel 
having  been  chafed  by  two  Britim  fhips  of 
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war.  Alas !  poor  Prince  !  he  had  to  encoun- 
ter peril  even  at  the  lafl  moment  of  leaving 
his  dear  Scotland. 

Niel  faid  the  Prince  defpatched  two  letters 
from  Morlaix,  one  to  his  father,  King  James, 
and  a  fecond  to  his  brother,  Prince  Henry. 
Banifhed.  Later,  we  heard  of  Prince  Charles  being  well 
received  at  the  French  Court ;  but  after  a 
while,  it  feems,  he  gave  offence  to  King 
Louis,  and  was  ordered  to  quit  Paris.  Then 
he  went  to  Avignon,  from  which  town 
M'Eachan's  laft  letter  for  fome  years  was 
dated.  No  doubt,  he  wrote  fometimes,  but  j 
at  that  period  it  was  difficult  to  get  letters 
from  foreign  parts,  and  a  news-gazette  was 
an  event  to  the  family  who  received  it, 
obliging  them  to  make  it  a  circulating  epiftle 
for  weeks  afterwards.  In  thefe  days,  matters 
have  altered  for  the  better,  for  although,  like 
angels'  vifits,  "few  and  far  between,"  yet  we 
are  occafionally  gratified  in  our  quiet  nook 
with  the  fight  of  a  news-fheet. 
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Knowing  of  the  Prince's  fafety  relieved 
my  mind;  my  fervices  and  troubles  in  his 
caufe  had  not  been  in  vain :  this  certainly  was 
a  fatiffadion  which  drew  out  one  thorn  from 
its  concealed  recefs  in  my  heart. 

And  now,  dear  Maggie,  as  I  write  this 
narrative  to  intereft  you,  I  will  relate  a  cir- 
cumftance  that  occurred  in  our  family  about 
this  time,  caufing  fome  talk  amongft  the 
neighbours.  It  will  amufe  you,  Maggie,  and 
I  cannot  help  fmiling  while  writing  it  down. 

My  half-Mer  Annabella  had  grown  from      A  beauty. 
a  fine  girl  into  a  handfome  young  woman,  and 
was  generally  admired  by  thofe  who  had  an 
opportunity  of  fearching  out  fuch  a  violet  in 
the  fhade. 

One  day  a  gentleman,  who  was  laid  to  be 
flaying  in  the  village,  occupying  the  only 
ftranger's  room  the  little  inn  afforded,  came 
to  Armadale  Houfe,  fent  in  his  name-card, 
requefting  to  be  favoured  by  feeing  "The 
Prince's  Preferver."  Now  this  I  knew  full 
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well  was  but  the  pretext  for  a  call,  as  we 
had  noticed  him  the  Sabbath  before,  making 
Smitten.  ufe  of  his  eyes  in  Annabella's  direction,  which 
had  rather  difconcerted  the  poor  girl  j  there- 
fore, on  his  now  prefenting  himfelf  at  our 
houfe,  my  mother  and  I — for  my  father  and 
Angus  were  out — received  him  very  coldly. 

However  he  talked  away,  telling  vus  about 
himfelfj  that  he  was  Englim,  a  baronet's 
fon,  unmarried,  very  fond  of  fcientific  pur- 
fuits,  in  fa6t  it  was  a  geologifing  expedition 
which  had  brought  him  to  the  Highlands,  and 
that  hearing  of  Mifs  Flora  M 'Donald's  fame, 
he  was  delirous  not  only  to  fee  that  celebrated 
young  lady,  but  alfo  to  make  her  acquaint- 
ance, and  that  of  her  amiable  family. 

While  he  rambled  on  in  this  flattering 
ftrain,  I  had  time  to  recoiled  having  heard 
the  name  on  his  card  during  my  long  flay  in 
London.  It  was  a  good  name,  but  I  refrain 
from  mentioning  it,  he  having  returned  to 
his  eftate,  1  fuppofe,  and  the  object  of  his 
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affections,  my  dear  lifter,  being  now  married  and 
comfortably  fettled  at  Cuidrach,  furrounded 
by  a  group  of  pretty  young  things.  So  I  will 
call  him  Mr  Smith,  as  being  lefs  likely  to  be 
traced,  that  name  being,  I  am  told,  the  moft 
numerous  in  England.  Well,  now  to  defcribe 
him.  He  was  very  plain,  I  thought  ugly,  Looks, 
and  by  no  means  gentlemanly  in  appearance ; 
nearly  forty,  with  dark  hair  and  whifkers,  fhort, 
and  rather  ftout. 

Such  was  Annabella's  admirer,  for  fo  he 
proved  to  be  after  a  few  weeks'  acquaintance ; 
and  whether  walking,  riding,  or  boating,  join 
us  he  would,  fo  we  were  forced  to  fubmit. 
Once  in  the  houfe,  he  was  fcarcely  ever  away 
from  it.  I  never  faw  a  man  more  in  love, 
but  to  no  avail,  for  my  fifter  hated  him.  At 
laft  our  father  was  obliged  to  tell  him  to  dif- 
continue  attentions  which  were  really  annoy- 
ing. Befides,  he  was  too  fond  of  his  glafs,  for 
in  addition  to  uiing  a  fmall  hammer  for  knock- 
ing about  all  the  rocks  and  hills  in  the  country 
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in  fearch  of  wondrous  fpecimens,  he  alfo, 
report  faid,  was  given  to  ftrike  off  the  heads 
of  lundry  bottles  of  brandy,  which  well 
accounted  for  his  face  being  fo  coarfe  and 
red.  He  gave  one  the  idea  of  being,  if  not 
abfolutely  tipfy,  rarely  quite  fober.  Horrid 
man  !  a  fine  beau  for  my  darling,  fweet-man- 
nered  fifler. 

As  for  Angus,  he  could  not  tolerate  a  perfon 
who,  although  a  gentleman,  did  not  conduct 
himfelf  as  one.  And  rich  too,  he  was ;  I  can- 
not tell  the  liberal  fettlements  my  fifler  would 
have  had. 

But  now  comes  the  comic  part  of  the  ftory, 
which  you  will  like  to  hear,  Maggie ;  for  I 
know  you  are  a  merry  girl,  who  enjoys  a  little 
fun. 

Well,  this  Mr  Smith  could  not  tear  himfelf 
from  the  village,  although  a  hopelefs  lover  j  and 
at  laft  became  fo  troublefome,  that  my  father 
forbade  his  coming  to  Armadale,  fb  we  faw 
nothing  of  him  for  perhaps  a  month,  when 
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one  night,  juft  after  fupper,  we  were  preparing 

for  our  ufual  Scripture-reading,  when  a  loud 

knocking  at  the  outer  mutters  and  front  door 

alarmed  us ;  we  thought  a  thief  was  trying  to 

enter.     My  ftep-father  and  Angus  rufhed  to 

the  entrance,  when  who  mould  have  caufed 

the  difturbance,  but  our  worry  and  torment, 

old  Smith,  and  fo  intoxicated,  that  the  gentle-        Drunk. 

men  called  to  us  to  run  up  the  ftair  out  of 

his  way  !    However,  we  heard  his  vulgar  voice, 

as  all  in  the  houfe  muft  have  done,  bawling 

out  how  he  loved  his  own  dear  Annabella, 

and  would  not  be  denied  an  entrance  by  all 

the  lawyers  or  conftables  of  the  land  j  a  fingle 

lock  of  his  loved  one's  hair  he  would  have — 

ay!  that  very  night  tooj   and   to   obtain   it 

he  would  fight  his  way  even  by  fire  and 

faggot ! 

The  man  did  not  know  what  he  was  faying, 
nor  could  he  be  pacified.  Armadale  tried  to 
coax  him  away,  but  all  attempts  were  vain. 
As  for  my  brother,  he  was  fo  irritated,  we 
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thought  the  men  would  have  come  to  blows ; 
for  although  out  of  the  way,  yet  from  the 
upper-landing  we  faw  all  that  pafied.  Sud- 
denly, to  our  aftonifhment,  Angus  burft  out 
laughing:  a  ftrange  thought  came  into  his 
head.  "Stay  j  father  let  him  alone:  he  fhall 
have  a  lock  of  hairj  for  the  drunken  fellow 
will  not  go  away  without  it."  So  faying,  he 
mounted  the  flair,  laughing  immoderately. 

"  O  Angus !  what  have  you  faid  ?  how 
could  you  make  fuch  a  promife  ?  he  lhall  not 
have  it ! " 

I  faid  this  rather  angrily,  feeling  annoyed. 

"  Tut !  tut !  you  filly  girl !  It 's  only  fome 
The  pony.  °f  tne  pony's  mane  he  lhall  have.  Why  the 
man  is  fo  drunk,  he  '11  not  know  the  differ- 
ence -,  fo  quick,  give  me  the  fciffors,  and  find 
a  piece  of  bright  ribbon  to  tie  it  up !  Our 
Annabella's  hair  muft  be  prefented  in  due 
form  and  with  becoming  refpect.  Do  make 
hafte,  it  will  be  rare  fun  !  "  He  rufhed  off,  and, 
I  am  fure,  was  not  away  five  minutes,  came 
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up-flairs,  met  us  with  a  lovely  bit  of  fky-blue 
ribbon,  to  tie  up  the  precious  lock  of  my 
pony's  mock  head  in  moft  approved  fafhion. 

We  eagerly  waited  the  conclufion  of  the 
pantomime,  all  our  alarm  having  changed  to 
merriment,  which  was  fhared  by  my  father 
alfo  on  knowing  the  caufe. 

Mr  Smith  was  ftill  violent,  but  when 
Angus  went  towards  him  with  the  neat  little 
packet,  faying,  as  he  held  it  (irmly  in  his  hand, 
"  There,  Sir,  is  the  prize  you  wifli  for.  With  Treasure, 
much  difficulty  I  have  fucceeded  in  obtaining 
it :  even  a  kick  from  the  young  lady  I  have 
had  to  encounter;  for  believe  me,  the  owner 
of  that  hair  is  at  times  a  troublefome,  high- 
mettled,  fpirited  fair  one.  Treafure  the  gift, 
and  I  hope  you  will  duly  value  it,  and  efti- 
mate  the  compliment  paid  you,  for  never 
before  has  any  gentleman  received  a  love- 
lock from  your  adored  one's  head — on  my 
honour,  this  is  the  firft  ever  taken  from  it." 

All  this  time  the  man  was  flaring  and 
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blinking  his  ftupid  eyes,  feemingly  not  to 
comprehend  my  brother's  meaning,  until  a 
fnatch  at  the  paper  revealed  the  coveted  hair, 
and  then  his  geftures  and  antics  would  have 
fuited  the  rare  exhibition  I  faw  in  London  of 
a  clown's  performance  j  for  he  (kipped  with 
delight,  kified  it,  and  placing  it  near  his 
heart,  vowed  that  Angus  was  a  right  good 
jolly  boy,  whom  he  fhould  love  as  a  bro- 
ther j  never,  no  never  more,  fliould  he  and 
his  dear  Annabella  be  parted. 

Oh !  it  was  fo  droll  to  fee  the  punchy 
little  man  thus  playing  the  fool !  And  as  for 
my  filler,  who  was  peeping  over  the  banifters, 
I  thought  fhe  would  have  expired  with 
laughter.  However,  at  laft  my  father  got 
tired  of  the  man's  buffoonery,  particularly  as 
all  the  fervants  were  in  hearing,  fo  out  of  the 
houfe  Mr  Smith  was  marched  in  charge  of 
the  lads. 

Now  comes  the  beft  part  of  this  abfurd 
hiftory ;  for,  in  the  morning,  my  ftep-father 
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received  the  moft  infolent,  violent  letter,  to  the 
effect,  "that  the  insult  offered  to  him, a  gentle- 
man, and  member  of  a  family  who  could 
trace  their  anceftry  from — oh,  dear !  I  forget 
the  man's  folly — "William  the  Conqueror,  I 
think  centuries  back,  demanded  the  penalty 
of  blood  to  warn  out  fuch  a  foul  ftain  on  his 
efcutcheon  j  that  he  mould  feel  degraded  by 
remaining  in  the  neighbourhood  of  thofe  who 
were  in  no  way  his  equals  5  fo  that,  however  Bounce, 
much  he  mould  ever  adore  '  The  Flower  of 
Armadale,'  yet  his  honour  was  even  dearer 
to  him  than  love.  He  fhould  go  direft  to 
his  native  country  in  the  Weft  of  England/' 
naming  the  town,  "where  he  would  be 
ready  to  fight  either  or  both  of  the  Arma- 
dale gentlemen,  with  piflol  or  sword." 

Of  this  elegant  epiftle,  which  in  joke  I 
faid  ought  to  have  been  framed  in  glafs,  of 
courfe  no  notice  was  taken,  except  that  of 
amufing  us  moft  exceffively.  We  never  faw 
or  heard  of  Mr  Smith  from  that  day  to  this ; 
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but  we  often  laugh  over  Annabella's  love 
adventure,  which  at  the  time  afforded  fo 
much  merriment  to  our  large  circle  of  re- 
lations, and  John  Kingfburgh,  Allan's 
brother,  ever  regretted  not  having  witnefied 
the  fun. 

Wooed.  But  it  was  not  long  after  this  affair  that  I 

had  to  meditate  deeply  on  a  fubject  which, 
involving,  as  it  did,  fo  completely  my  life's 
happinefs,  the  recollection  is  fraught  with 
intereft  on  the  page  of  memory  even  at  this 
diftant  date. 

Our  intimacy  with  the  Kingfburgh  family, 
and  my  friendfhip  with  dear  Anne,  then 
happily  fettled  at  Strathaird,  who  often  had 
me  to  flay  with  her  and  delight  myfelf 
with  her  little  ones,  was  the  means  of  my 
being  more  than  ever  in  the  fociety  of  her 
favourite  brother  j  therefore,  no  furprife  was 
exprefled — nay,  on  the  contrary,  the  warmeft 
fatiffa&ion — when  the  fa&  of  my  engagement 
with  Allan  M'Donald  became  generally 
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known ;  and  joy  it  was  to  me,  now  that  every 

feeling  of  reflraint,  fo  natural  to  be  exifting 

in  the  heart  of  a  woman  while  uncertain 

if  her  regard  is  mutual,    had  pafled  away, 

to  give  place  to  the  fulleft  confidence  in  con- 

verfation,  to    be   affured   that  our  affection 

had    been    reciprocated    for    a    long  time,      Engaged. 

although   he    deemed  it  befl  to    be    filent 

until  he  had  a  comfortable  home  to  offer 

me.     I  now  felt  his  filence  on  the  fubject 

was  prudent   on  his  part,   and  honourable 

towards  myfelf. 

His  kind  father,  knowing  his  wifhes,  gave 
him  poffeflion  of  a  fmall  property  fituated 
on  the  eaft  fide  of  Trotternifh,  on  Lord 
M'Donald's  eftate.  It  was  called  Flodigary, 
a  place  I  had  often  feen,  yet  little  thought 
it  would  ever  be  my  refidence. 

However,  the  marriage  was  delayed  until 
the  houfe  was  thoroughly  in  order,  there 
was  fo  much  to  do  in  the  way  of  furnifhing 
and  other  expenfes,  towards  which  I  con- 
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tributed  the  greater    part    of  my  Jacobite 
fortune. 

Half-pay.  Allan  had  attained  the  rank  of  Captain  in 
the  84th  Regiment,  and  preferring  a  quiet 
Highland  life  to  the  buflle  of  a  military  one, 
he  retired  on  half-pay.  As  for  myfelf,  my 
reminifcences  of  England  were  not  Ib  agree- 
able as  to  caufe  a  wifh  to  return  to  it.  No  5  on 
this  fubje6t  we  both  felt  alike,  being  contented 
to  remain  in  the  circle  of  attached  relations 
and  friends  who  had  known  us  both  when 
we  both  were  wee  little  bodies. 

My  narrative  now  arrives  to  the  end  of 
1750,  when,  on  the  6th  of  November,  I  became 
a  happy  bride. 

The  wedding  was  numeroufly  attended, 
every  one  looked  bright  and  cheerful, — my 
loved  mother  and  warm-hearted  ftep-father 
doing  the  honours  of  the  well-fpread  table 
with  true  Highland  hofpitality.  My  happinefs 
was  alfo  increafed  by  the  afte<5tion  evinced  for 
me  by  every  member  of  my  hufband's  family. 
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I  was  fo  warmly  welcomed  into  their  circle, 
it  cheers  my  heart  even  now  to  think  of  that 
brighteft  of  all  days  within  my  recollection. 

The  mufic  which  1  copy  into  this  little 
ftory  of  my  fayings  and  doings  will  perhaps 
furprife  you,  Maggie  $  but  I  will  tell  you  all 
about  it.  It  is  a  ditty  I  wrote  myfelf  years  The  fong. 
ago,  at  the  time  I  was  fo  interested  in 
Prince  Charles,  and  the  tune  alfo  came  into 
my  head 5  but  I  never  made  it  public  until,  on 
the  day  of  my  marriage,  a  requefl  came  in  the 
name  of  all  the  guefts,  that  I  would  ling  it, 
fo  I  was  obliged  to  do  fo.  Some  years  after, 
an  Englifh  lady  heard  of  it,  and  aflted  my  leave 
to  write  down  the  tune  as  I  warbled  it  in  my 
limple  way,  by  which  means  the  air  has  been 
preferved,  for  I  was  not  clever  enough  to  write 
down  mufical  notes  of  any  kind. 

So  now  I  have  given  the  hiftory  of  my 
little  fong,  to  which  I  mould  not  have  alluded 
had  I  not  been  writing  about  my  wedding. 
I  hear,  and  certainly  with  furprife,  that  the 
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dy  introduced  it  into  England,  where  it  has 
tained  a  kind  of  popularity,  as  being  the 
imble  production  of   "The  Prince's   Pre- 
rver." 
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Ye  '11  hear  of  the  chieftains  of  old, 
Thofe  fons  of  valour  and  worth  ; 
But  Charlie's  own  favourite  clan  was 
M  'Donald  !  the  pride  of  the  North  ! 
Oh  !  hie  to  the  Highlands,  &c. 

III. 
Ye  11  meet  with  the  laflles  fae  bonnie, 
I  fear  ye  will  love  them  too  well  ; 
But  heed  not  their  fmiles,  my  ain  laddie— 
Your  love  I  '11  keep  all  to  myfeL 
Oh  !  hie  to  the  Highlands,  &c. 

Contimied  Simfhine. 


After  our  marriage,  we  were  a  great  deal  at 
Kingfburgh ;  indeed,  my  father  and  mother- 
in-law  were  always  kind  to  me,  and  even  at 
this  diftance  of  time,  I  cannot  charge  my 
memory  with  a  word  of  difcord  having  paffed 
between  us.  The  proverb  in  our  country  of  Harmony. 
' '  happy  the  wife  that 's  married  to  a  mother- 
lefs  fon,"  was  not  a  matter  of  experience  on 
my  part.  I  have  a  vivid  recollection  of  dear 
old  Mrs  M'Donald's  bright  fmile  of  welcome, 
when,  in  after  years,  and  furrounded  by  a 
group  of  darling  children,  I  found  time  to 
go  over  to  Kingfburgh.  Allan  was  equally 
pleafed  to  have  his  parents  at  Flodigary  j  fo, 
thus  contented  and  happy  in  ourfelves,  my 
wedded  life  glided  on  as  peacefully  as  the 
unruffled  lake  for  many  years,  no  particular 
event  occurring  worthy  of  notice. 

Our  domeftic  circle  was  added  to  by  the 
marriages  of  my  brother  and  John  Kingfburgh, 
— the  former  to  an  amiable  girl,  a  M'Donald, 
diftantly  related  to  us,  and  the  latter  chofe  his 
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wife  while  vifiting  a  family  in  South  Uift. 
They  both  had  children,  who  often  were  with 
mine  at  Flodigary.  Oh  !  the  noife  of  their 
merry  voices  I  have  now  in  my  headj  to  which 
Katie.  was  combined  the  fcreaming  of  worthy  Katie, 
who  was  never  fo  much  in  her  element  as 
when  nurfing  the  bairns  of  her  beloved  "  Mifs 
Flora."  She  never  called  me  otherwife,  honeft 
creature!  and  go  wherever  I  might,  fhe  would 
accompany  me.  On  fuch  occafions  the  wee 
bodies  were  completely  a  fecondary  confider- 
ation  to  her. 

I  remember  Katie  was  my  companion  on 
an  occafion  which  is  deeply  impreffed  on  my 
memory ;  indeed,  the  recollection  of  what  I 
am  about  to  relate  caufes  me  a  ftmdder  of 
horror.  Yes,  it  was  a  dreadful  fcene ! 

We  had  fome  friends  in  a  dreary  part  of 
the  Highlands,  who  fcarcely  ever  left  home, 
but  were  accuftomed  to  enliven  the  folitude 
of  a  habitation  in  a  village  that  could  only 
bo'aft  of  a  few  fcattered  huts  for  the  poor 
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rimers  and  their  half-ftarved  families,  by 
inviting  friends  to  ftay  for  months  at  a  time. 
Moft  hofpitable  they  were,  yet  they  were 
more  pleafed  to  welcome  guefts  than  were 
the  vifitors  to  remain  long  in  fuch  a  dull 
houfe.  I  went  there  once  when  a  girl,  and  Dull. 
determined  not  to  repeat  the  vifitj  but  my 
parents  went  frequently,  being  on  moft  in- 
timate terms  j  and  once  a  letter  from  Mr 
Douglas  being  received  by  my  mother,  faying 
he  hoped  fhe  would  immediately  come  to 
his  wife,  who  was  far  from  well,  and  wanted 
her  fociety,  my  mother  entreated  me  to  go 
in  her  place,  for  ihe  could  not  then  leave 
Armadale  conveniently,  and  as  {he  agreed 
to  look  after  the  bairns  and  other  matters, 
Katie  and  I  ftarted  on  this  duty  vifit. 

When  arrived  and  domefticated  with  thefe. 
kind  people,  it  was  a  difficult  concern  to  get 
away.  However,  when  Mrs  Douglas  was 
fufficiently  recovered  to  afford  a  loophole  of 
efcape,  I  did  contrive  to  gain  a  reluftant  con- 
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fent  to  our  departure;  and  it  was  on  our 
homeward  journey  an  adventure  occurred 
that  I  (hall  never  forget — I  wifh  I  could. 

The  diftance  between  Burnfhiel  and  Arma- 
dale  obliged  me  to  fleep  on  the  road,  fo  I 
flopped  for  the  night  at  a  miferable  low  kind 
An  inn.  of  inn,  if  fuch  a  hovel  was  worthy  of  being 
fo  called.  I  had  arranged  that  Katie  fhould 
continue  her  journey  with  the  boy  driving 
the  little  Highland  cart  and  luggage,  and  I 
was  to  follow  the  next  day  on  horfeback 
with  a  guide,  for  I  felt  too  tired  to  go  on 
without  reft.  As  for  the  honeft  girl,  it  was 
the  fame  to  her  whether  Ihe  jogged  on  by 
night  or  by  day ;  fo,  after  partaking  of  food, 
which  (he  and  the  lad  feemed  to  relifli,  off 
they  went,  leaving  me  in  the  only  decent 
bedroom  in  the  houfe.  This  room  was  over 
the  kitchen,  which  I  foon  found  out  from 
the  puffs  of  fmoke  down  the  chimney,  as 
well  as  the  voices  of  men  below. 

I  did  not  fee  a  woman  about,  and  believe 
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two  men  only  were  in  attendance,  for  one  of 
them  fhowed  me  into  the  room,  and  brought 
my  fupper. 

It  was  a  gloomy  place  to  be  alone  in,  for 
the  high  road  was  at  fome  diftance  from  the 
heath  on  which  the  inn  flood.  The  night, 
although  dry,  was  chilly,  and  gufts  of  wind 
fhook  the  old  window-frames,  one  of  which 
I  kept  open  to  let  out  the  fmoke. 

Not  feeling  fleepy,  or  inclined  to  try  the 
untempting-looking  bed,  I  thought  it  a  good 
opportunity  to  write  a  letter  to  our  kind 
friend  and  relation,  Sir  Alexander  M'Kenzie 
of  Delvinj  fo  taking  writing  materials  from 
a  fmall  box  I  ufually  carried  in  my  hand,  The  box. 
and  feated  in  a  corner  as  far  as  poffible  from 
door  or  window,  I  got  on  as  well  as  the 
light  of  a  tallow-candle  would  allow  of. 

All  this  time  the  men  were  talking 
earneftly,  in  Gaelic,  of  courfe,  when  it 
feemed  to  me  as  if  there  was  a  kind  of  dif- 
pute,  for  one  of  them  fpoke  in  a  higher 
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tone,  and  a  word  or  two  I  overheard  rather 
alarmed  me  j  fo  I  foftly  opened  the  door, 
and  went  to  the  ftair-head.  They  talked  in 
a  fort  of  whifper,  but  fright  opened  my  ears 
to  hear  clearly  enough  that  thefe  villains 
The  plot.  were  only  waiting  until  they  thought  I  was 
afleep,  to  enter  the  room  and  get  pofleffion 
of  the  letter-box,  which  they  expected  con- 
tained money  or  valuables. 

"And  if,"  faid  one  of  the  ruffians,  "fhe 
is  likely  to  be  troublefome,  we  know  how 
to  filence  her — the  fame  as  the  laft.  Ah ! 
that  was  like  to  be  a  bad  job,  wafn't  it  ? " 

Oh  !  how  can  my  horror  be  defcribed  ? 
Thank  God  I  did  not  fcream,  or  make  the 
leaft  found  j  my  feet  feemed  rooted  to  the 
ground,  and  yet  the  neceffity  for  immediate 
flight  flamed  on  my  mind.  In  a  fecond  a 
plan  of  efcape  was  formed.  I  foftly  clofed 
the  door,  and  in  (looping  to  draw  off  my  noify 
boots,  oh,  horror!  what  did  I  fee  ?  A  ftream  of 
blood  flowly  oozing  from  under  the  bed, 
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which  made  me  raife  the  valance — a  dead 
body  ! — a  man  apparently  recently  murdered  ! 
A  faint  ficknefs  came  over  me;  I  feared 
becoming  infenfible ;  but  offering  up  a  few 
words  of  fervent  prayer  for  help  from  that 
bleffed  fource  of  flrength  in  every  danger,  I 
haftily  tore  off  the  meets  and  blanket,  knotted 
them  firmly  together,  and  tied  one  end  to 
the  bed-poft,  as  fecurely  as  my  poor  trembling 
hands  could  do  it.  The  other  end  I  paffed  The  rope. 
over  the  fill  of  the  window,  which,  thank 
God,  was  open}  caught  up  my  writing-box 
and  fmall  linen  bundle,  gently  mounted  the 
window-fill,  and  feizing  hold  of  the  meets, 
which  I  prayed  God  might  fupport  my 
weight,  flid  down  to  the  ground.  Fortunately 
I  landed  on  foft  heather,  fo  not  a  found  was 
heard.  I  had  taken  the  precaution  of  blow- 
ing out  the  candle,  that  the  vile  men  might 
have  more  trouble,  on  entering  the  room  in 
the  dark,  to  feel  about  for  their  intended 
victim,  who  trufled  to  be  a  mile  or  two 
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on  her  road  before  her  departure  was  dif- 
covered ! 

The  cold  and  frefh  air  revived  me  j  fright 
was  as  wings  to  my  feet  j  for  although  long 
after  midnight,  and  too  dark  to  fee  a  ftep 
before  me,  I  paced  on,  nearly  running,  and 
frequently  Humbling  over  thofe  pieces  of 
Hone  which  are  generally  on  mofiy  ground. 
It  was  a  great  exertion  for  a  female  no  longer 
young,  befides  being  fo  nervous ;  one  might 
have  heard  the  beatings  of  my  poor  heart. 

At  laft  I  came  upon  a  ftone-dyke,  which,  on 
A  couch.  climbing  over,  I  found  was  a  boundary-wall 
from  the  high  road.  This  was  fome  comfort, 
and  alfo  afforded  me  a  reft  3  fo  drawing  my 
warm  cloth  cloak  clofer  around  me,  and  half 
reclining  on  the  fmall  bundle,  I  aftually  fell 
afleep  !  really  afleep,  Maggie.  Here  I  muft 
have  refled  for  fome  hours,  for  on  being 
awoke  by  the  ruming  found  of  a  neighbouring 
burn,  the  dawn  was  breaking  fufficiently  for 
me  to  find  my  way  on, — but  whether  on  the 
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road  to  my  home,  was  a  myftery  time  only 
would  folve. 

The  clear  water  warning  the  fparkling 
pebbles  was  tempting  to  the  poor  foot-fore 
wanderer,  fo  I  drew  from  my  bundle  a 
leathern  cup,  which  always  journeyed  with  The  cup. 
me,  and  was  rendered  facred  in  my  eftimation 
from  its  having  touched  the  lips  of  the  bonnieft 
Prince  in  the  world,  and  took  a  draught  of 
the  frefti  water,  then  trudged  onwards,  tired 
and  jaded;  yet  the  light  of  the  dawn 
gradually  riling  from  behind  the  hills,  the 
ftreaks  of  gray  and  pink-red,  fo  often  feen  in 
early  morn,  which  appeared  to  kifs  the  high 
dark  mountain  peaks,  was  fo  enchanting,  I 
thought  neither  of  the  chilly  air  nor  of  my  ' 
troubles. 

The  light  of  a  young  red-haired  laflie  croff- 
ing  a  field  to  milk  fome  cows,  cheered  me 
with  the  hopes  of  getting  a  draught  of  it ;  Ib, 
at  the  coft  of  a  few  bawbees,  I  was  much 
refrefhed ;  alfo  glad  to  be  told  that  a  village 
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was  not  far  off,  where  I  mould  be  able  to  get 
a  fharry-dan  to  take  me  home.  The  girl 
feemed  curious  to  know  more,  but  I  only 
afcertained  from  her  what  I  wifhed  to  find 
out — where  the  Manfe  was  fituated,  and  the 
name  of  the  Minifter.  My  reafon  for  feeing 
him,  was  to  tell  the  ftrange  adventure  j  alfo 
Juftice.  that  inquiries  might  be  inflituted  relative  to  my 
dreadful  difcovery,  which  might  lead  to  the 
murderers  being  brought  to  juftice. 

One  of  the  wretches  I  could  have  fworn  to  if 
required  5  but,  at  all  events,  the  thought  flruck 
me  of  informing  the  Minifter,  who  would  aft 
as  he  judged  beft  in  the  matter. 

However,  it  was  yet  too  early  to  knock  up 
the  family  at  the  Manfe,  fo  after  the  girl  had 
done  with  the  cows,  fhe  conducted  me  to  a 
fmall,  rather  tidy  looking  bothy,  where  her 
mother  was  buftling  about,  preparing  the 
bairns'  porridge.  The  good  woman  made  me 
welcome,  and  truly  glad  was  I  to  have  a 
(hare  of  it,  and  a  reft  for  my  wearied  limbs. 
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No  doubt  Ihe  was  curious  about  me,  but  I  did 
not  enlighten  her,  or  indeed  care  what  fhe 
thought.  I  limply  faid  I  had  bufinefs  at  the 
Manfe. 

After  an  hour  or  two,  the  woman  fent  one 
of  her  children  to  fhow  me  the  way.  A 
refpectable  looking  elderly  man  was  in  the 
garden,  overlooking  a  boy  who  was  at  work. 
This  perfon  I  concluded  was  the  minifter, 
fo  I  told  him  the  horrid  tale,  and  hoped 
he  would  kindly  a£  a  friendly  part  towards 
me. 

On  hearing  my  name  he  exprefled  much 
intereft,  having  heard  fuch  wonderful  things 
of  my  poor  fimple  felf  years  agone.  He 
promifed  to  have  the  affair  inveftigated  by 
a  friend  of  his,  who  was  a  Juftice  of  the 
Peace. 

I  was  introduced  to  the  ladies  of  his  family     The  Manfe. 
at  their  hofpitable  breakfaft-table,  and  they 
all  praifed  me  for  the  courage  I  had  mown  in 
my  night  adventure. 
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Moft  kind  they  were,  wifhing  me  to  reft  a 
few  days,  and  fend  a  line  to  ray  hufband  of 
what  had  occurred  j  but  I  was  impatient  to 
continue  my  journey  ;  fo,  as  foon  as  arrange- 
ments could  be  made,  a  Highland  car  with  a 
driver  who  knew  the  road,  for  I  was  miles 
out  of  the  direct  way  home,  was  at  the  gate, 
Friends.  and  I  bade  farewell  to  this  amiable  family, 
whofe  acquaintance,  commencing  under  fuch 
ftrange  circumftances,  has  ripened  into  an 
intimacy  that  will,  I  hope,  ever  continue.  The 
old  man  is  dead,  but  the  wife  and  daughters, 
now  living  in  the  village,  the  Manfe  being 
occupied  by  another  minifter,  we  fometimes 
go  and  vifit.  You  have  heard  me  often  fpeak 
of  them,  Maggie, — the  Gunns,  formerly  of 
Tweedale  Manfe. 

I  wifhed  to  get  home,  for  when  the  excite- 
ment of  danger,  which  had  braced  up  my 
nervous  fyftem,  had  patted  off,  I  felt  a  languor 
coming  over  me,  that  might  rapidly  increafe, 
and  longed  for  complete  reft. 
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Oh  !  it  appeared  an  endlefs  journey  !  At 
laft,  however,  home  was  reached  in  fafety.  My 
dear  husband's  open  arms  received  me  with 
his  ufual  affection  and  anxious  inquiries  as  to 
the  caufe  of  delay.  I  had  juft  ftrength  to 
tell  him  briefly  what  had  happened,  when 
I  fainted  and  loft  all  recollection  for  above 
two  hours. 

1  was  for  days  in  bed,  fuffering  from  the  IIL 

fatigue  and  expofure  from  the  cold  of  that 
dreadful,  never- to-be-forgotten  night  of  horror, 
which  even  now  I  hate  to  call  to  mind ;  fo 
mall  finifh  the  tragic  tale  by  merely  ftating, 
that  Mr  Gunn's  friend  was  molt  active  in 
tracing  out  the  fcene  of  the  murder,  making 
minute  inquiries  after  the  two  men,  but  the 
wretches  had  decamped,  leaving  the  evidence 
of  their  crime  in  the  houfe,  being,  it  was 
fuppofed,  too  hurried  to  inter  their  unfor- 
tunate victim,  nor  was  it  ever  difcovered  who 
he  was. 

The  inn  has  been  pulled  down,  which  from 
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that  day  no  one  would  occupy,  for,  of  courfe, 
it  was  faid  to  be  haunted.  On  our  vifits  to 
Burnihiel,  I  always  (hudder  on  pafling  the 
fpot. 

About  the  year  1766  there  was  brought  to 
our  diftant  world  news  from  abroad  which 
was  of  intereft,  for  it  informed  us  of  Prince 
Charles's  father,  James  III.  of  England,  having 
died  at  the  end  of  December  1765,  at  the  age 
of  feventy-eight.  He  had  long  been  ailing, 
and  unable  to  leave  his  refidence  in  Rome 
for  three  years  j  fo  in  our  hearts  we  confidered 
Charles  ill.  our  Prince  as  King  Charles  III.  j  but  our  in- 
formant went  on  to  Hate  that  he  was  never 
liked  at  the  Papal  Court,  being  fufpe&ed  of 
having  become  a  Proteftant,  termed  by  the 
Romanifts,  a  heretic ;  but  whether  he  is  fo 
or  not,  his  pretenfions  are  not  likely  to  be 
acknowledged  by  the  Pope. 

He  and  his  brother  Prince  Henry,  Cardinal 
York,  are  not  on  cordial  terms,  poflibly  for 
this  reafon,  that  the  Cardinal,  as  a  ftanch 
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Romaniil,  could    not,  confiftently    with    his 

high    clerical    petition,   fanftion   a  wavering 

in  the  religious  tenets  of  the  Prince.     Our        Herefy. 

friend  told  us  that  the  latter  is  living  in  or 

near  Florence. 

No  occurrence  of  any  family  importance 
interrupted  our  ufual  quiet  mode  of  life, 
fo  I  pals  over  a  good  many  years,  during 
which  time  our  children  were  growing  fine 
lads  and  laffies ;  for  between  the  dates  of  1 75 1 
and  1766,  we  had  feven  olive  branches 
fporting  around  us,  all  born  at  Flodigary. 
They  were  named  Charles,  Ann,  Alexander, 
Ranald,  James,  John,  and  my  youngeft, 
little  Fanny.  I  am  rather  forry  now  that 
neither  of  my  daughters  were  called  after 
me.  Let  us  hope  in  due  time  the  name  of 
Flora  will  be  remembered,  and  that  it  may 
become  a  common  family-name. 

Alas !  the  next  change  in  our  domeflic 
circle  brought  great  forrow  to  my  hufband 
and  myfelf — the  death  of  his  dear  father  j  by 
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which  event  Kingfburgh  Houfe  becoming 
Allan's  property,  we  left  Flodigary  to  refide 
in  the  family-manfion. 

Changes.  ^  was  ^onS  before  I  could  feel  myfelf  the 

millrefs  of  a  houfe  in  which  I  had  lived  fo 
often  as  a  gueft.  I  thought  much  of  years 
gone  by,  and  of  the  warm-hearted  affection 
ever  mown  me  by  my  kind  father-in-law; 
a  better  man  never  exifted.  His  death 
occurred  in  1772. 

A  curious  circumftance  took  place  fome- 
where  about  this  time.  I  do  not  precifely 
recollect  the  date,  for  I  am  now  upwards  of 
fixty-five,  and  at  that  age  the  memory  begins 
to  have  little  holes  which  let  flip  fuch  fundry 
particulars.  What  I  have  to  relate  concerns 
a  wraith ;  fo  prick  up  your  {harp  ears,  dear 
Maggie. 

I  was  vifiting  at  our  relations  the 
M'Queens,  when  flaying  there  Was  a  lady 
whom  I  was  told  to  notice,  as  me  had  the 
faculty  of  feeing  ghofts  —  real  fpirits, 
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Maggie !  not  only  at  night,  but  alfo  in 
the  daytime.  At  firft  I  was  inclined  to 
treat  the  fubjeft  jokingly,  requefting  Mrs 
M'Queen  would  afk  her  not  to  give  a 
fpecimen  of  her  accomplimment  while  I 
was  in  the  houfej  but  it  was  not  long  before 
a  fa&  occurred  which  took  away  all  the 
mirth  I  had  indulged  in. 

This  lady,  Mrs  M 'Queen,  a  young  laffie, 
alfo  a  vifitor,  and  myfelf,  were  fitting  around 
a  cofy  fire  in  the  bedroom  of  our  kind 
hoftefs.  Suddenly  the  lady  gently  touched 
Mrs  M'Queen  on  the  moulder,  faying,  in  a 
low  voice,  "  Turn  round,  and  tell  me  who  is 
{landing  by  the  drawers." 

We  all  looked  :  I  faw  nothing,  but  heard 
the  ruftle  of  a  filk  drefs,  at  the  fame  time  a 
whiff  of  air  feemed  to  pafs  clofe  to  me, 
caufing  a  cold  fhuddering  fenfation  I  had 
never  felt  before. 

Mrs  M'Queen,  ftarting  up,  put  out  her 
hand,  and  welcomed  fome  one  by  name; 
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then  fhe  fcreamed,  crying  out  that  it  was  a 
fpirit,  for  the  young  lady  had  faintly  frailed 
and  difappeared,  "  as  if  fhe  funk  into  the 
ground." 

That  was  her  defcription  of  this  ftrange 
affair.  The  little  girl  faw  nothing,  nor  did 
fhe  feel  the  chilling  puff  of  wind.  She 
laughed  at  us,  faying  it  was  all  nonfenfe. 
However,  I  relate  fimply  what  occurred,  fo 
people  may  judge  for  themfelves.  Perhaps 
many  would  be  inclined  to  think  it  was  an 
illufion  of  a  vivid  imagination  ;  yet  as  certain 
Fa<st.  I  am  of  a  fpe&re  having  appeared  in  that  room 
as  that  I  am  now  writing  thefe  lines  j  and  a 
further  proof  was  given  of  Mrs  M 'Queen's  not 
having  been  miftaken,  by  the  arrival  of  a 
letter  fome  days  later  from  a  relation  of  the 
young  lady,  who  mentioned  that  her  fifler 
had  died  precifely  at  the  time  the  fpirit 
appeared  in  Mrs  M'Queen's  bedroom. 

Although  by  no  means  a  nervous  perfon, 
yet  I  avoided  that  room  ever  after. 
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Sometime  in  the  year  1773 — I  forget  the 
exact  date — Kingfburgh  Houfe  received  no 
lefs  a  perfonage  than  the  great  Doftor  Samuel 
Johnfon,  he  having  brought  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction from  one  of  my  former  London 
friends.  He  was  accompanied  by  Mr  Bofwell, 
an  intimate  companion,  whom  he  called 
"Bofey;"  and  the  purport  of  their  vifit  to 
the  Highlands  was  to  make  up  a  book,  to  be  Notes. 
printed,  with  all  the  wonders  they  faw  in  our 
fimple  country.  Of  courfe  the  greateft  of  thofe 
wonders  was  the  once  celebrated  "Mifs  Flora." 
So  after  liftening  with  becoming  gravity  to 
the  flattering  praifes  of  the  talented  Doctor, 
I  promifed  him  the  gratification  of  refting  for 
the  night  in  our  gueft-room,  in  which  was  the 
bed  with  the  tartan  hangings  rendered  fo 
precious  to  us  as  having  been  flept  in  by  the 
dear  Prince. 

Doctor  Johnfon  remarked  afterwards,  that 
the  ambitious  thoughts  he  had  anticipated  from 
fleeping  in  a  bed  occupied,  as  he  exprefied 
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it,  "  by  the  laft  of  the  Stuarts,"  did  not 
trouble  his  repofe.  On  taking  leave,  I  faid 
how  honoured  I  felt  by  his  vilit ;  which  little 
piece  of  civility,  added  to  our  humble  fhow 
of  hofpitality  to  himfelf  and  friend,  muft  have 
pleafed  the  old  gentleman,  for  he  afterwards 
wrote  very  polite  things  of  me  in  his  printed 
book,  and  as  he  greatly  difliked  Scotch  people, 
a  fentiment  eafily  difcerned  in  his  converfation, 
betides  being  rather  a  woman-hater,  I  con- 
Lucky,  fidered  myfelf  moft  particularly  favoured. 

It  is  fingular  how  frequently  the  clevereft 
perfons  are  addicted  to  queer  habits !  Why,  this 
Do&or  Johnfon,  this  man  of  deep  learning, 
never  entered  a  room  without  placing  his  right 
foot  over  the  door-fill,  and  if  by  forgetfulnefs 
the  left  chanced  to  prefent  itfelf,  he  would 
retire  a  few  fteps  to  enable  the  guilty  member 
to  a&  with  propriety !  He  gave  as  a  reafon 
"  that  better  luck  attended  the  right  than  the 
left." 

Oh,  moft  fapient  Do&or !  you  were  wrong 
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to  ridicule  Scotch  people  and  their  fuper- 
ftitions.  But  certainly  he  wrote  moft  clever 
books. 

So  much  for  Dr  Johnfon's  vifit  to  Kingf- 
burgh,  nor  was  I  forry  to  have  feen  the  man 
whom  all  the  world  fpoke  of  as  being  the 
greateft  fcholar  of  the  age. 

In  1775  my  hufband  put  in  practice  a  plan 
he  and  I  had  often  talked  over — that  of  join- 
ing the  emigrants  who  were  leaving  their  native 
hills,  to  better  their  fortunes  on  the  other 
fide  of  the  Atlantic. 

We  were  induced  to  favour  this  fcheme, 
more  particularly  as  a  fucceflion  of  failures 
of  the  crops,  and  unforefeen  family  expenfes,  Hard  times, 
rather  cramped  our  fmall  income.  So,  after 
making  various  domeftic  arrangements,  one 
of  which  was  to  fettle  our  dear  boy  Johnnie 
under  the  care  of  a  kind  friend,  Sir  Alexander 
M'Kenzie  of  Delvin,  near  Dunkeld,  until  he 
was  of  age  for  an  India  appointment,  we  took 
(hip  for  North  America.  The  others  went 
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with  us,  my  youngeft  girl  excepted,  whom  I 
left  with  friends :  me  was  only  nine  years 
old. 

Ann  was  a  fine  young  woman,  and  my 
Family.  fons  as  promifing  fellows  as  ever  a  mother 
could  defire. 

Believe  me,  dear  Maggie,  in  packing  the 
things,  the  Prince's  meet  was  put  up  in 
lavender,  fo  determined  I  was  to  be  laid  in 
it,  whenever  it  might  pleafe  my  Heavenly 
Father  to  command  the  end  of  my  days. 

On  reaching  North  Carolina,  Allan  foon 
purchafed  and  fettled  upon  an  eftate,  but 
our  tranquillity  was  ere  long  broken  up  by 
the  difturbed  Hate  of  the  country}  and  my 
hufband  took  an  a&ive  part  in  that  dreadful 
War  of  Independence.  The  Highlanders 
were  now  as  forward  in  evincing  attach- 
ment to  the  Britifh  Government  as  they  had 
furioufly  oppofed  it  in  former  years. 

My  poor  hufband,  being  loyally  difpofed, 
was  treated  harfhly  by  the  oppofite  party, 
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and  was  confined  for  fome  time  in  gaol  at 
Halifax. 

After  being  liberated,  he  was  officered  in 
a  loyal  corps,  the  North  Carolina  High- 
landers 3  and  although  America  fluted  me 
and  the  young  people,  yet  my  hufband 
thought  it  advifable,  at  the  conclufion  of  the 
war,  to  quit  a  country  that  had  involved  us 
in  anxiety  and  trouble  almoft  from  the  firft 
month  of  our  landing  on  its  fhores.  So,  at  a 
favourable  feafon  for  departure,  we  failed  for 
our  native  country,  all  of  us,  excepting  our 
fons  Charles  and  Ranald,  who  were  in  New 
York  expe&ing  appointments,  which  they 
foon  after  obtained :  Alexander  was  already, 
dear  boy,  at  fea.  Thus  our  family  was 
reduced  in  number. 

On  the  voyage  home,  all  went  on  well 
until  the  veffel  encountered  a  French  fhip  of 
war,  and  we  were  alarmed  on  finding  that 
an  a6tion  was  likely  to  take  place.  The 
Captain  gave  orders  for  the  ladies  to  remain 
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below,  fafe  from  the  fkirmifh ;  but  I  could 
not  reft  quiet,  knowing  my  hufband's  fpirit 
and  energy  would  carry  him  into  the  thick 
of  the  fighting,  therefore  I  rufhed  up  the 
companion-ladder,  I  think  it  was  fo  called, 
and  infilled  on  remaining  on  deck  to  {hare 
my  hufband's  fate,  whatever  that  might  be. 

Well,  dear  Maggie,  thinking  the  failors 
were  not  fo  active  as  they  ought  to  have 
been — and  they  appeared  creftfallen,  as  if  they 
expected  a  defeat — I  took  courage,  and  urged 
them  on  by  afferting  their  rights  and  the  cer- 
Loyal.  tainty  of  victory.  Alas !  for  my  weak  en- 
deavours to  be  of  fervice  I  was  badly  rewarded, 
being  thrown  down  in  the  noife  and  confufion 
on  deck,  I  was  fain  to  go  below,  fuffering 
excruciating  agony  in  my  arm,  which  the 
Doctor,  who  was  fortunately  on  board,  pro- 
nounced to  be  broken.  It  was  well  fet,  yet 
from  that  time  to  this,  it  has  been  confider- 
ably  weaker  than  the  other.  So  you  fee  I 
have  perilled  my  life  for  both  the  Houfes  of 
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Stuart  and  Brunfwick,  and  gained   nothing 
from  either  fide ! 

On  our  return  to  Skye  we  were  warmly 
welcomed  by  a  hoft  of  relations  and  dear  Welcome, 
friends ;  yet,  alas  !  many  a  gap  there  was  in 
the  family  circle.  Death  had  been  rife  on 
our  native  hills,  and  fincerely  we  had  to 
mourn  the  lofs  of  feveral  valued  friends.  My 
dear  mother  and  my  dear  relations  at  Kingf- 
burgh  had  long  gone  to  their  reft,  even  before 
we  went  to  America. 

There  was  alfo  a  change  at  Strathaird,  for 
my  fifter-in-law,  Anne  M'Alifter,  having 
become  a  widow,  in  due  time  remarried  with 
M'Kinnon  of  Corrychatachan,  a  widower 
with  a  family ;  and  one  of  his  fons  formed  an 
attachment  to  a  daughter  of  Anne's,  which 
ultimately  led  to  a  marriage. 

Mrs  M'Kinnon  has  had  no  family  in  her 
fecond  marriage.  She  was  a  dear  creature, 
and  made  as  good  and  amiable  a  wife  at 
Cony  as  ftie  had  done  while  at  Strathaird} 
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indeed,  fhe  was  a  kind  filter- in-law,  whom  I 
loved  moft  dearly. 

There  was  another  link  added  to  our  chain 
of  family  relationfhip,  by  a  marriage  at  Cuid- 
rach  between  my  fifter  Annabella's  fon,  a  fine 
Son-in-law,  young  man,  Donald  M'Donald,  and  my  dear 
Fanny,  our  youngeft  daughter.  This  union 
afforded  my  hulband  and  myfelf  much  fatif- 
fa&ion.  How  proud  we  were  of  Fanny — fhe 
was  fuch  a  fine  young  woman !  "  Hey,  ma'am, 
fhe's  juft  a  magnificent  cretur!"  as  an  old 
Highland  laird  fiyled  my  darling  girl.  She 
was  very  young,  fcarcely  out  of  childhood, 
when  Donald  took  her  from  us,  and  never 
have  we  repented  giving  her  to  fuch  a  good 
amiable  man. 

One  of  my  nieces,  a  daughter  of  Annabella, 
fettled  at  Courthill,  having  married  her  coufin, 
Major  M'Donald,  all  thefe  intermarriages 
formed  a  ftrong  band  of  family  affection, 
creating  a  feeling  of  intereft  which,  while  our 
enemy  Time  wears  on,  is  increafed  inftead  of 
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being  diminished.  In  only  one  fenfe,  perhaps, 
is  the  bond  rendered  more  painful, — when 
coufins  happy  in  married  life  are  fevered  by 
the  ftream  of  death.  This  I  have  had  to 
witnefs  in  many  cafes. 

In  this  catalogue  of  family-weddings  that 
of  my  eldeft  daughter,  Anne,  to  Major  M'Leod, 
was  entirely  with  the  fan6tion  of  her  parents  ; 
a  more  excellent  worthy  hulband  fhe  could 
not  have  found  anywhere.  She  has  now  a 
group  of  interefling  children ;  and  indeed,  at 
the  time  I  write  this,  my  return  home  from 
attending  her  during  one  of  her  confinements 
is  very  recent.  My  daughters  keep  Grannie's 
time  pretty  well  occupied  by  having  to  take 
thefe  journeys,  which  remind  me  of  our  family 
fymbol,  "  Per  mare  per  terras,'  for  fbme  one  Motto. 
told  me  that  thefo  words  Englifhed  mean  "  By 
fea  and  by  land," — the  origin  of  which  fentence 
I  will  explain,  dear  Maggie,  by  inferting  here 
the  Highland  legend  attaching  to  it. 

In  the  early  days  of  Scotland's  ftate  of  bar- 
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barifm,  when  our  anceftors  had  no  fixed  laws 
to  govern  their  favage  actions,  when  might  was 
right,  and  daily  conflicts  occurred  for  the  pof- 
feffion  of  unappropriated  lands,  the  Ifland  of 
Skye  was  coveted  by  the  chiefs  of  two  clans  : 
one  was  a  M'Donald;  I  have  forgotten  the 
name  of  the  other,  it  being  long  fince  I  read 
the  account. 

After  bitter  hoftilities  between  thefe  men, 
each  determined  to  obtain  the  ifland  for  him- 
felf  and  his  pofterity,  they  agreed  to  fettle  the 
difpute  in  this  manner. 

A  day  was  fixed,  and  friends  of  the  combat- 
ants appointed  as  umpires  to  decide  the  merits 
of  a  boat-race  j  for  the  conditions  were,  that 
whichever  of  the  men  firft  reached  the  fhore, 
the  ifland  was  from  that  moment  to  belong 
to  him  and  his  heirs. 

It  was  a  hard  pull,  and  M'Donald's  antago- 
nift  had  every  profpecl:  of  fuccefs,  when  fud- 
denly  our  anceftor  feized  a  hatchet,  chopped 
off  his  arm,  in  the  hand  of  which  was  the  crofs 
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crofllet,  this  conflict  taking  place  in  the  time 
of  the  Crufades,  and  flinging  it  with  the 
force  of  a  favage  on  the  more,  exclaimed, 
"  M 'Donald  has  gained  j  his  flelh  has  firft 
touched  the  land !' 

This,  dear  Maggie,  was  the  origin  of  our      Origin, 
motto,  and  fince  thofe  favage  times  the  Ifle 
of  Skye   has   been  in   the   poffeffion  of  the 
M 'Donalds. 

I  often  think  of  "fea  and  land"  on  my  in- 
terefting  family  journeys  j  for  on  the  occalion 
of  being  fummoned  by  my  eldeft  daughter,  I 
have  far  to  go  to  crofs  the  water,  and  my 
youngeft  is  fettled  very  far  inland. 

I  do  not  expect  to  fee  much  of  our  fons, 
for  having  chofen  their  profeffions,  they  will 
find  a  difficulty  in  obtaining  leave  to'  vifit 
Scotland.  Alas !  dear  Maggie  !  you  know 
the  affliction  I  and  his  father  were  in,  on 
learning  the  fad  tale  of  our  dear  fon  Sandie, 
who  was  loft  at  fea — fwept  off  the  deck  in  a 
violent  ftorm.  It  cut  me  to  the  heart;  he 
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was  fuch  a  noble  fpirited  lad — oh  !  how  dear 
to  me ! 

We  have  good  accounts  of  the  others,  all 
Doing  well,  doing  well,  and  are,  by  what  we  hear,  much 
liked  in  their  regiments.  Charles  has  his 
captaincy  in  the  "Queen's  Rangers."  Ranald 
is  alfo  a  Captain  in  the  Marine  fervice :  he 
is  the  handfomeft  of  all  my  fons.  James  is 
now  ferving  in  Tarlton's  Britim  Legion ;  and 
from  our  dear  John,  now  in  India  at  Fort 
Marlbro',  we  receive  the  moft  dutiful,  fen- 
fible  letters.  He  has  it  in  his  power  to 
ihow  his  talents,  being  in  the  Engineering 
department  of  the  Eaft  India  Service.  Not 
only  was  he  educated  at  the  High  School  of 
Edinburgh,  but  he  alfo  had  the  advantage 
of  his  daffies  being  attended  to  while  under 
the  care  of  kind  M'Kenzie  of  Delvin,  who 
made  him  work  at  his-  books  during  the 
holiday-time,  which  I  believe  Matter  Johnnie 
did  not  much  relifh,  yet  now  he  will  find 
the  benefit  of  it.  Indeed,  he  often  exprefles  a 
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grateful  feeling  for  the  worthy  old  gentle- 
man, who,  as  my  fon  fays,  meant  well  by 
urging  on  his  ftudies,  although  a  young  lad 
might  be  excufed,  if  he  mowed  a  difinclina- 
tion  to  turn  out  of  a  warm  bed  on  cold 
winter  mornings,  to  pore  over  Latin  and 
Greek  exercifes,  eipecially  during  the  few 
weeks  ufually  fpent  in  home-recreation. 

Johnnie  told  me  he  never  fhould  forget  Hardship. 
Sir  Alexander  M'Kenzie's  daily  habit  of 
aroufing  him  before  daylight,  with  the  fame 
Latin  fentence  dunned  into  his  ears  every 
morning,  fomething  about  "  the  Mufes  being 
early  rifers."  However,  whether  they  were 
fo  or  not,  Johnnie  did  not  care,  and  only  had 
the  boyifh  feeling  of  vexation  at  having  his 
reft  disturbed  j  but  now  he  can  eftimate  the 
kindnefs  of  the  old  gentleman,  and  has  often 
written  to  him  from  India. 

John  has  a  fenlible  face,  with  fine  ex- 
;  preffive  eyes,  otherwife  he  is  not  fo  good-look- 
|  ing  as  his  elder  brothers.  Ranald  is,  as  I  faid 
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before,  exceedingly  handfome,  and  Charles  is 
a  fplendid  fellow,  on  whofe  appearance  my 
hulband  and  I  have  been  complimented  by 
Lord  M'Donald,  with  whom  he  is  a  great 
favourite. 

Proud.  Am  I  a  vain  mother,  Maggie  ?    If  you,  and 

other  readers  of  these  pages  confider  me  fo, 
I  crave  forgivenefs  on  the  fcore  of  maternal 
affecYion. 

Yes;  I  am  proud  of  all  my  children  ; 
and  when  together  in  the  family-circle,  none 
of  them  can  feel  more  cheerful  than  the 
"  auld  mither  "  in  her  arm-chair. 

Ranald  is  efpecially  plucky,  as  the  tads 
fay,  about  his  adventures,  having  been  with 
Rodney  at  the  taking  of  St  Euftatia.  When 
on  that  fubjeft  he  rides  the  high  horfe  to 
perfection,  and  gives  fuch  a  graphic  account 
of  the  engagement,  that  we  get  moft  inter- 
ested in  lillening  to  him. 

And  next  to  my  own  family,  every  member 
of  whom  is  fo  entwined  in  the  cords  of  my 
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heart,  there  is  yet  one  object  to  intereft  my 
feelings  of  friendly  regard — the  one  for  whom 
I  fuffered  in  early  life  fo  much  mifery  and 
anxiety  of  mind.  You  know,  Maggie,  to 
whom  I  allude,  to  our  own  dear  Prince, 
now  in  a  foreign  land,  at  this  time  refiding 
near  Florence  under  the  title  of  the  Count  of 
Albany. 

His  brother,  Cardinal  York,  is  in  Rome, 
and  it  was  only  lately  my  hulband  and  I  had 
intelligence  of  them,  which  was  in  con- 
fequence  of  a  converfation  that  occurred 
between  the  Cardinal  and  a  Highland  gentle- 
man, not  very  long  fince,  relative  to  myfelf. 

It  feems  the  Cardinal,  knowing  he  was 
from  the  Ifle  of  Skye,  made  inquiries  as  to 
what  had  become  of  the  young  Highland 
lady  who  had  fo  courageoufly  aided  his 
brother  in  efcaping  from  his  enemies  ?  And 
then  added,  that  he  did  not  know  in  what 
circumftances  I  might  be,  but  that — mind  the 
condition,  Maggie  ! — if  I  would  change  my 
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creed,  and  become  a  Romanift,  he  would 
offer  me  a  penfion  yearly,  for  any  fum  I  liked 
to  name. 

Refufai.  My  friend,  judging  rightly  as  to  the  Hate  of 

my  religious  feelings,  took  upon  himfelf  to  de- 
cline fuch  a  propofal,  refpedfully  adding,  that 
I  did  not  require  pecuniary  aidj  even  if  I  did, 
he  was  certain  the  offer,  with  fuch  a  condition 
attached,  would  be  confidered  the  reverfe  of 
a  compliment  in  the  cafe  of  a  perfon  who  is, 
as  well  as  each  of  her  family,  a  ftanch  Pro- 
teftant.  No ;  had  I  been  ftarving,  I  would 
not  have  accepted  the  Cardinal's  favour.  Yet 
I  believe  his  Royal  Highnefs  meant  kindly ; 
fo,  viewing  the  matter  in  that  light,  he  has 
my  thanks  and  gratitude  for  the  recollection 
of  a  fimple  body  in  a  far-off  country. 

Indeed,  Prince  Henry's  inquiry  after  me 
mowed  more  thoughtfulnefs  than  has  been 
evinced  by  Prince  Charles,  or  rather,  our 
Sovereign,  for  fuch  he  now  is,  who  up  to  the 
prefent  time,  I  am  told,  has  not  once  afked 
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whether  I  am  dead  or  alive,  or  ever  alluded 
to  his  "  Preferver." 

I   underftand   he   has    married    a    foreign        in  1773. 
Princeis,  young  enough  to  be  his  daughter, 
and  that,  like  all  matches  contra6ted  between 
perfons  where  there  exifts  a  great  difparity  in 
age,  it  has  turned  out  very  unhappily. 

Poor  unfortunate  Prince !  What  a  fad  fate 
is  his !  How  painful  muft  be  his  thoughts 
when  memory  traces  back  the  hills  and  dales 
of  Scotland,  and  the  devoted  band  of  faithful 
Highlanders  who  bled  and  died  for  his  fake  ! 
Nay,  fo  peculiarly  fenfitive  is  he  on  this  fubjeft, 
that  on  the  occafion  of  a  Scotch  gentleman 
being  honoured  by  an  invitation  to  dinner,  the 
converfation  turning  on  the  Battle  of  Culloden, 
and  the  brave  condu6t  of  his  foldiery,  his 
Royal  Highnefs  was  fo  agitated,  he  fell  down 
in  a  fit,  on  which  a  lady,  faid  to  be  a  very  near 
relation,  who  refided  with  him,  came  hur- 
riedly into  the  room.  "  Ah,  Sir  !  "  faid  fhe, 
"  you  muft  have  touched  on  a  forbidden  iub- 
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je&:  the  Prince  is  always  fo  excited  when 
allufion  is  made  to  Scotland  and  the  High- 
landers. I  muft  requeft  you  will  not  venture 
on  it  again  ! " 

Alas !  poor  Charlie !  He  is,  in  all  proba- 
bility, fated  to  be  the  laft  of  the  Stuarts. 

We  Highlanders  confider  him  now  as  our 
Charles  in.  legal  Sovereign,  Charles  III.  of  Scotland  and 
England,  his  father,  King  James,  having,  as  I 
faid  before,  died  in  1 765 ;  but  I  hear  he  is 
only  thus  acknowledged  abroad  by  his  friends 
and  dependants. 

Alas!  he  may  not  laft  long,  being  feeble 
and  fadly  broken-down  in  fpirits.  His  chief 
amufement  is  mufic,  of  which  he  is  paflion- 
ately  fondj  and  many  of  his  evenings  are 
pafled  with  a  mufician  named  Corn,  who 
plays  the  harpfichord,  and  the  Prince  the 
violincello. 

Alfo,  his  Royal  Highnefs  is  a  good  compofer 
of  fongs  and  all  forts  of  mulic. 

People  do  fay  that  within  the  laft  few  years 
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he  has  fometimes  vilited  England  under  a 
feigned  name  j  but  whether  fuch  a  report  be 
true  or  falfe,  he  has  never  reached  the  High- 
lands. No  5  if  he  had  ever  come  to  our  blue 
hills  he  could  not  have  concealed  him£lf, 
the  warmth  of  our  hearts  would  have  found 
him  out,  dear  perfecuted  Prince  ! 

My  ftep-father  was  told  that  at  a  public 
aflemblage  of  Highland  and  Engliih  gentle- 
men, the  Prince  being  prefent,  he  was  fo 
much  affected  at  hearing  a  young  Highlander 
fing  the  old  pathetic  ballad  of  "  Lochaber 
no  more,"  he  was  obliged  to  leave  the  room  j 
he  was  in  tears.  How  he  is  belied  by  the 
many  who  ftate  that  Prince  Charles  is  want- 
ing in  feeling !  Quite  the  reverie  j  he  is  only 
too  fenfitivej  and  they  are  no  true  friends 
who  make  any  allufion  to  Scotland  before 
him. 

But  how  my  pen  does  run  on!  I  am 
furprifed  at  myfelf.  Really  it  is  full  time  I 
mould  finifh  filling  up  fo  many  quires  of 
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letter-paper, — I  believe  the  greater  part  of  the 
ftock-in-trade  of  the  worthy  grocer,  who  alfo 
deals  in  itationery,  in  the  adjoining  village. 
Perhaps  he  is  under  the  delufion  that  I  am 
plotting  againfl  the  Government  in  my  old 
age,  for  he  gazes  with  aftonifhment  when 
Sufpicions.  "  the  leddy  at  the  big  houfe  "  fo  frequently 
purchafes  from  his  laft  inveftment ;  and  as 
for  my  hufband,  his  good-humoured  fmile 
comes  over  his  bonny  old  face  when,  on 
entering  the  room,  he  fees  me  occupied  in 
"dotting  down,"  as  you  called  it,  Maggie, 
the  recollections  of  former  days. 

Giving  way  to  the  memory  is  like  opening 
the  flood-gate  of  a  rufhing  ftream  :  its  power 
cannot  be  checked ;  nay,  it  is  even  added  to 
by  the  force  of  the  waters  it  meets  with  in 
its  courfe.  So  is  it  with  this  MS.,  which  on 
commencing  I  intended  mould  only  extend 
to  a  few  pages,  but  my  mind  has  been 
aroufed,  as  if  from  a  ileepy  dream  of  the 
paft,  to  exert  its  dormant  powers  in  an 
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humble  endeavour  to  exercife  a  ufually  flug- 
gifh  pen,  for  the  pleafure  of  being  enabled 
to  intereft  my  friends  by  a  perufkl  of  that 
which,  I  can  afTure.them,  has  alfo  interefted 
me  in  the  writing. 

It  is  true  much  that  is  painful  has,  as  in 
a  picture,  been  brought  out  in  vivid  colours 
to  my  mind's  eye,  yet,  at  the  fame  time,  here 
and  there  the  picture  of  my  life  is  interfperfed 
with  dalhes  of  happy  recollections,  which  even 
now  cheer  the  heart  of  the  "  auld  Highland  Evening, 
mither."  The  rainbow  fucceeding  a  fhower 
is  a  pleafing  light,  but  my  contentment  is 
equally  bright,  and  lefs  evanefcent,  than  that 
moft  beautiful  of  Nature's  works. 

So  now,  having  nothing  more  to  add  to 
the  many  pages  that  perhaps  fome  of  my 
friends,  who  are  too  lincere  to  flatter  me, 
may  truly  confider  had  far  better  not  have 
been  written,  I  have  only  to  fay  good-bye  to 
my  little  MS.,  which,  having  been  originally 
commenced  for  your  edification,  my  dear 
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young  friend,  after  it  has  gone  the  round  of 
my  relations,  and  afforded  them  a  few  hours' 
amufement  in  the  perufal,  I  intend  as  a 
prefent  to  yourfelf,  to  do  what  you  like  with, 
for  I  never  care  to  fee  it  again. 

While  writing  thefe  laft  words,  my  hufband, 
who  unknown  to  me  was  looking  over  my 
moulder,  ftartled  me  by  exclaiming,  "Give 
it  away,  indeed  !  No  j  my  dear  wife  fhall 
do  nothing  of  the  kind :  it  fhall  never 
be  parted  with.  So  remember  that  I  receive 
thefe  papers  into  my  own  poffeflion  after 
Maggie  and  the  others  who  are  clamouring  to 
read  them  have  fatiffied  their  curiofity.  What- 
ever they  may  think,  mind,  dear  Flory,  the 
handwriting  of  one  fo  dear  to  me  fhall  never 
run  the  chance  of  being  loft  or  deftroyed." 

So,  Maggie,  what  my  lord  and  mafter  fays, 
I,  like  a  good  wife,  muft  abide  by.  Therefore 
you  muft  accept  the  inclination  as  the  a6tj  and 
pray  take  care  of  the  MS.,  which  it  feems  the 
laird  of  Kinglburgh  fo  highly  values.  Poflibly 
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he  confiders  it  will  hereafter  prove  a  fplendid 
addition  to  the  literature  of  our  dear  native 
Highlands ! 

You  will  perceive  I  finim  this  in  my  own 
home,  but  it  was  begun  in  your  mother's 
pretty  refidence,  where,  if  you  recoiled, 
Maggie,  I  was  on  a  vifit  when  you  firft  fug- 
gelled  the  idea  of  my  "dotting  down"  the 
curious  circumftances  which  have  occurred  in 
my  life's  journey  of  now  fixty-five  years. 

Your  wifh  has  been  refponded  to.  Fare- 
well, dear  girl !  and  that  every  prefent  and 
future  happinefs  may  be  yours,  is  the  fincere 
and  heartfelt  defire  of  your  very  affe&ionate 
old  friend. 

FLORA  M'DONALD. 

KlNGSBURGH  HOUSE,  1787. 


Good-bye. 
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As  the  reader  may  feel  intere/led  in  the 
after-life  of  many  perfons  mentioned  in  the 
foregoing  pages,  the  following  particulars  are 
added  by  the  grand-daughter  of  the  "  Prefer- 
ver  of  Prince  Charles." 
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EDITORIAL  AND  SUPPLEMENTARY. 


T7LORA  M'DONALD  retained  to  the 
•*•  laft  a  great  diflike  to  hear  allulions 
made  to  the  reigning  monarch  of  England, 
nor  would  me  ever  name  George  III. ;  and 
on  one  occafion  fhe  not  only  very  Iharply  re- 
primanded her  Ion  John  for  ftyling  the  latter 
"  His  Majefty,"  but  a&ually  flapped  the  poor 
boy's  face,  faying,  "{he  would  hear  nothing 
of 'Soft  Geordie.'" 


Her  life  was  patted  in  Skye,  and  at  her 
death,  which  occurred  the  5th  March  1790, 
in  her  fixty-ninth  year,  the  meet  flie  had  pre- 
fervedforfo  many  years  was  ufed  ashermroud. 


The  fheet. 


She  was  interred  in  the  burial  ground  of 
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Kilmuir,  in  Trotternifh,  which  enclofed  the 
tombs  of  the  Kingfburgh  family. 

The  funeral  was  attended  by  three  thoufand 
perfons,  amongft  whom  were  fome  of  high 
rank,  and  refremments  were  liberally  provided. 

Her  youngefl  fon,  Lieutenant-Colonel  John 
M'Donald,  originally  had  a  ilab-ftone  to  his 
mother's  memory,  on  which  were  infcribed 
the  fuitable  words  of  Dr  Johnlbn,  quoted  in 
the  title-page  of  this  book,  fent  to  Skye,  but 
it  has  been  utterly  deftroyed  by  tourifts  taking 
away  pieces  of  the  marble  as  relics. 

In  1860  a  great-grandfon  of  Flora,  Captain, 
now  Major,  John  M'Donald,  had  another 
tombftone  prepared  to  mark  her  laft  refting- 
place,  with  the  following  infcription  : — 


Epitaph. 


"  In  the  hiftory  of  Scotland  and  England  is 
recorded  the  name  of  her  by  whofe  memory 
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this  tablet  is  rendered  facred;  and  mankind 
will  confider  that  in  FLORA  M'DONALD  were 
united  the  calm  heroic  fortitude  of  a  man, 
together  with  the  unfelfiih  devotion  of  a 
woman.  Under  Providence  fhe  faved  PRINCE 
CHARLES  EDWARD  STUART  from  death  on  a 
fcaffold,  thus  preventing  the  Houfe  of 
Hanover  incurring  the  blame  of  an  impolitic 
judicial  murder." 

Flora  M'Donald  died  in  the  houfe  of  a  dear 
friend  and  relative,  Mrs  M'Queen  of  Penen- 
doune.  wife  of  the  Minifter  of  Snizort,  who 
lived  not  far  from  Kinglburgh. 

Her  hulband  furvived  her  for  two  years.       AH  dead. 
He  died  at   Kingfburgh   in   1792,  and  was 
interred  at  Kilmuir  in  Darinifh,  Dunvegan. 

Their  eldeft  fon,  Charles,  was  an  elegant, 
accomplimed  man.  He  furvived  his  parents 
a  few  years ;  and  at  his  funeral,  his  chief, 
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Lord  M'Donald,  on  feeing  the  coffin  lowered 
into  the  grave,  turned  to  the  mourners,  and 
faid,  "  There  lies  the  moft  finished  gentleman 
of  my  family  and  name."  His  Lordfhip  was 
very  partial  to  Captain  Charles,  and  often 
received  him  at  his  houfe. 

Charles  and  Ranald  were  unmarried.  James 
married  Amelia,  a  daughter  of  M'Donald  of 
Skybofte.  He  had  two  fons,  both  in  the  Eaft 
India  Company's  fervice,  and  a  married 
daughter.  None  are  living. 

John.  John  was  twice  married — firft  in  India  to 

the  widow  of  L.  Bogle,  Efq.,  and  he  had  two 
children,  who  died  in  their  infancy. 

On  his  return  to  England,  he  married, 
fecondly,  Frances  Maria,  eldeft  daughter  of 
the  late  Sir  Robert  Chambers,  Chief- Juftice  of 
Bengal,  by  whom  he  had  a  family  of  feven 
fons  and  two  daughters,  who  are  all  deceafed, 
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excepting  his  eldeft  daughter — who  edits  this 
autobiography. 

Ann,  Mrs  Major  M'Leod,  had  a  family. 
None  are  living. 

Fanny,  Mrs  M 'Donald  of  Cuidrach,  had  a 
family :  all  deceafed. 

Many  of  the  above-named  grandfons  and 
grand- daughters  of  Flora  have  married,  and 
their  children  and  grandchildren  are  numerous, 
and  they  can  thus  count  four  generations  from 
their  renowned  anceftrefs.  To  give  the  names 
of  all  thefe  defendants  would  be  beyond  the 
limits  of  this  little  work. 

Niel  M'Donald  M'Eachan,  wh^  accom- 
panied Flora  in  the  boat,  eventually  joined 
Prince  Charles,  and  went  with  his  Royal 
Highnefs  to  France. 

At   his  royal   matter's   requeft,    Niel   was 
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appointed  a  Lieutenant  in  Ogilvie's  Regiment 
of  the  Scotch  Brigade  in  the  fervice  of  France. 
He  married  a  French  perfon,  and  his  fon, 
alfo  in  the  army,  became  one  of  Napoleon 
I.'s  greateft  Generals,  Marefchal  M'Donald, 
Niei's  fon.       Due  de  Tarante. 

In  one  of  Niel  M'Eachan's  letters,  he  men- 
tioned that  on  the  occafion  of  Prince  Charles 
being  ignominioufly  treated  by  the  French 
King,  who  had  him  sent  to  the  Caftle  of  Vin- 
cennes,  where  he  was  placed  in  a  fhabby 
room,  with  no  attendant  but  M'Eachan,  he 
gave  way  to  his  wounded  feelings.  Throwing 
himfelf  on  a  chair,  he  clafped  his  hands 
together,  and  burft  into  tears.  "  Oh  !  my 
faithful  mountaineers!"  exclaimed  he;  "  would 
I  were  (till  with  you ! — I  fhould  never  have 
been  thus  infulted !" 


He  wept  bitterly,  but  not  until  alone  with 
his  faithful  companion  j  for  while  the  French 


Charlies  Marriage.  1 67 

officers  and  guards  were  prefent,  his  manner 
was  dignified  and  lofty. 

Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  virtually 
King  Charles,  died  in  January  1788,  in  his 
fixty-eighth  year.  He  was  interred  in  the 
Cathedral  of  St  Peter's  in  Rome.  He  had 
married  in  1772  a  German  Princefs,  Louifa 
Maximiliana  Carolina  of  Stolberg-Guederan, 
from  whom  he  feparated  fhortly  after.  She 
was  thirty-two  years  younger  than  himfelf. 
His  widow  furvived  him  nearly  thirty-fix 
years,  dying  in  January  1824.  She  was  a 
warm  friend  and  patronefs  of  the  poet  Alfieri, 
to  whofe  memory  me  erected  a  monument  by 
Canova.  She  refided  in  Paris  after  leaving 
Prince  Charles,  but  at  the  time  of  the 
French  Revolution  the  returned  to  Florence  j 
and  after  the  death  of  Alfieri,  me  made  a 
left-handed  marriage  with  a  French  painter, 
Francis  Xavier  Fabre,  who  had  been  a  friend 
of  the  poet. 
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Prince  Charles  had  a  daughter  by  a  Mifs 
Walkinftiaw,  whom  he  created  Comtefle 
d'Albany.  She  refided  with  him  until  his 
death,  and  he  left  her  all  his  property. 

George  III.,  having  heard  that  Henry 
Stuart,  Cardinal  York,  was  reduced  in  means 
owing  to  the  firft  French  Revolution,  allowed 
his  diltreffed  royal  relative  four  thoufand 
per  annum,  which  penfion  he  enjoyed 
until  his  death  in  1807,  in  his  eighty-third 
year. 

Henry  ix.  By  the  death  of  Prince  Charles,  Prince 
Henry  became  entitled  to  his  brother's  rights 
refpe<5ting  the  fovereignty  of  Great  Britain, 
but  he  wifely  made  no  attempt  to  gain  the 
crown.  On  his  death,  he  bequeathed,  as 
Henry  Stuart,  to  George  IV.,  then  Prince 
of  Wales,  the  crown-jewels  of  his  grand- 
father, James  II.,  among  which  was  included 
the  Order  of  the  Garter  as  worn  by  Charles  I. 
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The  Cardinal's  death  made  George  III. 
King  by  inheritance  from  the  Stuarts,  as 
previoufly  he  had  inherited  only  from  the 
Houfe  of  Hanover. 

Over  the  remains  of  James  III.,  Charles 
III.,  and  Henry  IX.,  Kings  of  England,  a 
noble  monument  has  been  ere&ed  in  St 
Peter's  at  Rome,  at  the  expenfe  of  the  Houfe 
of  Hanover.  The  infer!  ption  is  as  follows : — 

JACOBO   III. 
JACOBO  II.  MAGNJE  BRIT  :    REGIS   FILIO, 

KAROLO  EDWARDO, 
ET  HENRICO,  DECANO  PATRUM  CARDINALIUM, 

JACOBI  III.  FILIIS, 

REGIME  STIRPIS  STUARDIJE  POSTREMIS, 
ANNO  MDCCCXIX. 


BEATI  MORTUI 
ttUI  IN  DOMINO   MORIUNTUR. 


LINES  ly  Mrs  GRANT  of  Laggan,  to  Colonel 
JOHN  M'DONALD,  the  youngejl  fon  of 
"  Flora." 

11  Let  those  of  wealth  and  empty  titles  proud 
Dazzle  with  idle  pomp  the  vulgar  crowd  ; 
'Tis  thine  a  nobler  ancestry  to  boast 
For  courage  famed,  for  virtue  honoured  most. 
Calm  fortitude  in  female  graces  drest 
Adorn'd  the  generous  Flora's  dauntless  breast, 
With  ev'ry  milder  charm  that  sweetens  life,  — 
The  tender  mother,  and  the  virtuous  wife, — 
And  all  that  loyal  truth  and  courage  claim, 
Such  honours  deck  the  gentle  heroine's  name, 
Who  now  to  thee  bequeaths  her  well -won  fame." 


FLORA  M< DONALD: 

"  A  name  that  will  be  mentioned  in  hiftory, 
and  if  courage  and  fidelity  le  virtues,  men- 
tioned with  honour.  She  is  a  woman  of 
middle  Jlature,  foft  features,  gentle  manners, 
and  elegant  prefence." 

So  wrote  Dr  Johnfon. 
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OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 

"  Of  all  the  handsome  reprints  of  the  works  of  '  nature's  own '  bard,  this 
'  Edina"  edition  of  the  Poems  and  Songs  of  Burns  is,  perhaps,  the  handsomest 
yet  produced  Beautifully  printed,  and  profusely  illustrated  by  some  of  the 
most  distinguished  of  the  Scotch  academicians,  it  forms  a  shrine  worthy  of  the 
genius  of  the  '  poet  of  the  land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood.'  It  is,  as  might 
be  expected,  Scottish  in  every  respect— printer,  publisher,  and  illustrators — 
and  as  also  we  think  it  should,  fur  with  whom  could  it  be  so  much  a  labour  of 
love  to  produce  a  first-rate  edition  as  with  one  of  Burns'  own  countrymen,  and 
who  should  be  better  able  to  illustrate  the  '  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood '  of 
Scotia's  scenery  than  her  own  sons?  " — The  Examiner. 

"  If  we  were  asked  what  is  the  best  and  handsomest  edition  of  Burns  extant, 
we  should  answer— and  we  call  the  special  attention  of  the  reader  to  the  dis- 
tinguishing title  which  the  publisher  has  affixed  to  this  volume—'  the  Edina.' 
It  is  now  nearly  a  century  ago  that  the  first  volume  of  poems  by  Robert 
Burns  issued  from  an  obscure  Kilmarnock  press.  Since  that  time  his  works 
have  run  through  scores  of  editions,  but  they  were  never  reproduced  in  hand- 
somer garb  than  this.  What  would  the  poet  not  have  given  to  have  seen  his 
conceptions  embodied  in  such  elegant  form,  and  the  localities  which  his  fancy 
has  made  classical,  delineated  with  such  exquisite  beauty  !  The  present 
volume  possesses  one  peculiarity,  at  any  rate,  which  would  have  gratified  the 
poet :  it  appears  to  be  entirely  the  work  of  Scotchmen.  It  is  illustrated  by 


Scottish  artists,  is  produced  by  a  Scotch  printing-house,  and  is  issued  by  a 
Scotch  publisher,  and  our  Caledonian  brethren  may  be  proud  of  this  result  of 
their  labours." — Court  Circultir. 

"This  is,  as  it  ought  to  be,  a  Scotch  edition.  It  is  of  Scotland,  decidedly 
Scottish.  Scotch  as  to  author,  printer,  publisher,  and  illustrator.  The  whole 
.thing  has  a  decidedly  pretty  and  whiskyish  look;  or,  rather,  to  speak  more 
decorously,  it  recalls  the  land  of  the  heather  and  the  flood  thoughout.  This 
edition  deserves  the  popularity  which  it  has  already  gained.  "—Saturday 
Review. 

"  Many  editions  of  the  works  of  the  immortal  Scottish  bard  have  passed 
under  our  notice  within  the  last  few  years,  but  none  equal  to  the  '  Edina 
Burns,' just  published  by  Mr  Nimmo." — Illustrated  Times. 

"The  magnificent  'Edina'  edition  of  his  works  is  a  noble  tribute  rendered 
to  the  genius  of  Burns  by  the  graphic  and  typographic  skill  and  taste  of  Edin- 
burgh, the  city  which  gave  him  an  admiring  welcome  in  his  lifetime,  and 
where  his  monument  has  been  erected.'' — Illustrated  London  News. 
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Now  ready,  at  all  Libraries  and  Booksellers,  price  6s., 

CHRISTIAN  OSBOENE'S  FEIENDS. 


BY  MRS  HARRIET  MILLER  DAVIDSON. 

AUTHOR  OF  "  ISOBEL  JARDINE'S  HISTORY." 


"  '  Christian  Osborne's  Friends '  are  of  a  sort  that  one  does  not  meet  with 
more  than  once  or  twice  in  a  lifetime,  and  it  is  well  to  make  theiracquaintance 
even  by  the  aid  of  fiction.  Their  combined  influence  wrought,  so  far  as  instru- 
mentality can,  a  change  from  darkness  to  light  in  his  experience,  converting 
him  from  a  disappointed  pleasure-seeker  into  a  valiant,  truth-loving,  dutiful 
soldier  of  Christ  There  is  an  entire  absence  of  cant  in  the  book ;  the  prin- 
cipal heroine  (for  there  are  two),  Mercy  Lester,  reminds  us  of  Dinah,  in 
'Adam  Bede/  and  occasionally  of  Currer  Bell's  'Shirley.'  She  unites  in  her 
person  some  of  the  qualities  which  distinguish  both,  and  while  we  would  not 
imply  that  Mrs  Davidson  occupies  so  high  a  position  as  George  Eliot  or 
Currer  Bell,  we  must  admit  that  she  possesses  in  a  minor  degree  some  of  the 
qualities  which  have  made  their  writings  so  remarkably  successful.  One  is 
glad  to  meet  in  such  a  quarter  with  a  young  lady  who  can  preach  as  '  Dinah' 
preached,  and  who  can  also  speak  of  Shakespeare  in  such  terms  as  these." — 
T!ie  Nonconformist. 


CATALOGUE   OF 
POPULAR  AND  STANDARD  BOOKS 


PUBLISHED   BY 


WILLIAM    P.    NIMMO, 

EDINBURGH, 

AND  SOLD  BY  ALL  BOOKSELLERS. 


Second  and  Cheaper  Edition, 


Crown  4to,  beautifully  printed  on  the  finest  toned  paper,  and  elegantly 
bound  in  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Six- 
pence ;  or  in  morocco  extra,  Twenty-five  Shillings. 

A  HANDSOME  DRA  WING-ROOM  EDITION  OF 

THE       POEMS      AND       SONGS 

OF 

ROBERT     BURNS. 

WITH    ORIGINAL  ILLUSTRATIONS  BY  THE  MOST 
DISTINGUISHED  SCOTTISH  ARTISTS. 


1  Of  all  the  handsome  reprints  of  the  works  of  "  nature's  own  "  bard, 
this  "Edina"  edition  of  the  Poems  and  Songs  of  Burns  is  perhaps  the 
handsomest  yet  produced.  Beautifully  printed,  and  profusely  illus- 
trated by  some  of  the  most  distinguished  of  the  Scotch  academicians, 
it  forms  a  shrine  worthy  of  the  genius  of  the  "poet  of  the  land  of  the 
mountain  and  the  flood."  It  is,  as  might  be  expected,  Scottish  in 
every  respect, — printer,  publisher,  and  illustrators ;  and  as  also  we 
think  it  should ;  for  with  whom  could  it  be  so  much  a  labour  of  love 
to  produce  a  first-rate  edition  as  with  one  of  Burns's  own  countrymen? 
and  who  should  be  better  able  to  illustrate  the  "brown  heath  and 
shaggy  wood''  of  Scotia's  scenery  than  her  own  sons? ' — The  Examiner. 

11.69. 
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KIMMO'S 

UNABRIDGED 


LIBRARY  EDITION   OF  THE 
BRITISH    POETS. 

FROM  CHAUCER   TO   COWPER. 

In  Forty-eight  Vols.  Demy  8vo,  Pica  Type,  Superfine  Paper,  Elegant 
Binding,  price  4s.  each  Volume. 

The  Text  edited  by  CHARLES  COWDEN  CLARKE. 

tngrafrtb  0n   Stttl. 


The  following 

Works  are  comprised  in  the  Series  :  — 

Vols. 

Vols. 

WYATT, 

1 

CHURCHILL,         ...        1 

SPENSER, 
SHAKESPEARE,  > 
SURREY,            j 

5 
1 

BEATTIE,            ) 
BLAIR,                >        .        .        1 
FALCONER,         ) 

HERBERT,     . 

1 

BURNS,          ....        2 

WALLER,           > 
DENHAM,           j 

1 

COWPER,       ....        2 

MILTON, 

2 

BOWLES,       ....        2 

BUTLER, 

2 

DRYDEN, 

2 

CHAUCER'S  CANTERBURY  TALES,  3 

PRIOR,  ... 

THOMSON, 
JOHNSON,            ~) 

1 

CRAWSHAW,                 >              - 
QUARLES'  EMBLEMS,     j 

PARNELL, 
GRAY,                 f" 
SMOLLETT,         ) 

1 

ADDISON,     •                 "k 
GAY'S  FABLES,              >•             1 
SOMERVILLE'S  CHASE,  ) 

POPE,   . 

2 

YOUNG'S  NIGHT  THOUGHTS,        1 

SHENSTONE, 

1 

PERCY'S  EELIQUES  OF  ANCIENT 

AKENSIDE,    . 

1 

ENGLISH  POETRY,     .        .        3 

GOLDSMITH,       "} 

COLLINS,              > 

1 

SPECIMENS,  WITH  LIVES  OF  THE 

T.  WARTON,      ) 

LESS  KNOWN  BRITISH  POETS,      3 

ARMSTRONG,      "| 
DYER,                  > 

1 

H.  K.  WHITE  AND  J.  GRAHAME'S 

GREEN,              ) 

POETICAL  WORKS,    .        .        1 

Any  of  the  Works  may  Je  had  separately,  price  4s.  each  Volume. 
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HUGH  MILLER'S  WORKS. 

CHEAP  POPULAR  EDITIONS, 

In  crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  price  5*.  each. 

I. 
Thirteenth  Edition. 

My    Schools   and    Schoolmasters  ;    or,    The 

Story  of  my  Education. 

1  A  story  which  we  have  read  with  pleasure,  and  shall  treasure  up  in 
memory  for  the  sake  of  the  manly  career  narrated,  and  the  glances  at  old- 
world  manners  and  distant  scenes  afforded  us  by  the  way.'  —  Athenaeum. 

A  cheaper  edition  of  '  My  Schools  and  Schoolmasters  '  is  also 
published,  bound  in  limp  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 

u. 

Thirty  -fourth  Thousand. 

The  Testimony  of  the   Rocks  ;    or,  Geology 

in  its  Bearings  on  the  Two  Theologies,  Natural  and  Kevealed. 
Profusely  Illustrated. 

'  The  most  remarkable  work  of  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  man  of 
the  age.  ...  A  magnificent  epic,  and  the  Principia  of  Geology.'  — 
British  and  Foreign  Evangelical  Review-. 

III. 
Ninth  Edition. 

The  Cruise   of   the   Betsey  j    or,  A  Summer 

Kamble  among  the  Fossiliferous  Deposits  of  the  Hebrides. 
With  Rambles  of  a  Geologist  ;  or,  Ten  Thousand  Miles  over 
the  Fossiliferous  Deposits  of  Scotland. 

rv. 

Sketch-Book  of  Popular  Geology. 

V. 
Ninth  Edition. 

First  Impressions  of  England  and  its  People. 

'  This  is  precisely  the  kind  of  book  we  should  Lave  looked  for  from 
the  author  of  the  "  Old  Eed  Sandstone."  Straightforward  and  earnest 
in  style,  rich  and  varied  in  matter,  these  "  First  Impressions  "  will  add 
another  laurel  to  the  wreath  which  Mr.  Miller  has  already  won  for  him- 
self.' —  Westminster  Review. 

A  cheaper  edition  of  'First  Impressions  of  England'  is  also 
published,  bound  in  limp  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 
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HUGH  M£LLJJR^S.JW  0  R  K  S. 

CHEAP  POPULAR  EDITIONS, 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  5s.  each. 

VI. 
Ninth  Edition. 

Scenes  and  Legends  of  the  North  of  Scotland  ; 

Or,  The  Traditional  History  of  Cromarty. 
VII. 

Eleventh  Edition. 

The  Old  Red  Sandstone  ;   or,  New  Walks  in 

an  Old  Field.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

'In  Mr.  Miller's  charming  little  work  will  be  found  a  very  graphic  de- 
scription of  the  Old  Red  Fishes.  I  know  not  a  more  fascinating  volume 
on  any  branch  of  British  Geology.'  —  MantelFs  Medalt  of  Creation. 

VIII. 

Fourth  Edition. 

The  Headship  of  Christ  and  the  Rights  of 

the  Christian  People.    With  Preface  by  PETER  BAYNE,  A.M. 

IX. 

Tenth  Edition. 

Footprints  of  the  Creator  ;  or,  The  Asterolepis 

of  Stromness.     With  Preface  and  Notes  by  Mrs.  MILLER,  and  a 

Biographical  Sketch  by  Professor  AGASSIZ.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

'Mr.  Miller  has  brought  his  subject  to  the  point  at  which  science  in 

its  onward  progress  now  lands.'  —  AGASSIZ.    From  Preface  to  American 

Edition  of  the  ''Footprints? 

X. 
Third  Edition. 

Tales  and  Sketches.     Edited,  with  a  Preface, 

by  Mrs.  MILLER. 

XI. 

Third  Edition. 

Essays  :  Historical  and  Biographical,  Political 

and  Social,  Literary  and  Scientific. 

XII. 

Seeond  Edition. 

Edinburgh  and  its  Neighbourhood,  Geological 

and  Historical.     With  the  GEOLOGY  OF  THE  BASS  EOCK. 

*,*  Bicyi  Miller's  Works  may  also  be  had  in  complete  sets  of  12  Volumes, 
elegantly  bound  in  imitation  Roxburgh,  gilt  top,  price  £3,  12*.,  or 
in  half-caff  extra,  gilt  back,  price  £4,  10s. 
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POPULAR      "WORKS 

BY  ASCOTT  E.  HOPE. 
Second  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  3s.  6d., 

A  BOOK  ABOUT  DOMINIES: 

BEING  THE  REFLECTIONS   AND  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  MEMBER 
OF  THE  PROFESSION. 

'A  more  sensible  book  than  this  about  boys  has  rarely  been  written,  for  it 
enters  practically  into  all  the  particulars  which  have  to  be  encountered  amongst 
"the  young  ideas"  who  have  to  be  trained  for  life,  and  are  too  often  marred  by 
the  educational  means  adopted  for  their  early  mental  development.  The  writer 
is  evidently  one  of  the  Arnold  school  —  that  "prince  of  schoolmasters"  —  who  did 
more  for  the  formation  of  the  character  of  his  pupils  than  any  man  that  ever 
lived.'—  Bell's  Weekly  Messenger. 


Third  Edition,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d., 

A    BOOK    ABOUT    BOYS. 

BY  ASCOTT  E.  HOPE,  Author  of  '  A  Book  about  Dominies.' 

Four  Volumes,  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  18a, 
THE  PEOPLE'S  EDITION  OP 

TYTLERS' 
HISTORY    OF    SCOTLAND. 

"The  most  brilliant  age  of  Scotland  is  fortunate  in  having  found  a  historian 
whose  sound  judgment  is  accompanied  by  a  graceful  liveliness  of  imagination. 
We  venture  to  predict  that  this  book  will  soon  become,  and  long  remain,  the 
standard  History  of  Scotland.'— Quarterly  Review. 

'An  accurate,  well-digested,  well- written  History;  evincing  deliberation,  re- 
search, judgment,  and  fidelity.' — Scotsman. 

'  The  tenor  of  the  work  in  general  reflects  the  highest  honour  on  Mr.  Tytler*s 
talents  and  industry.' — Sir  Walter  Scott. 

'The  want  of  a  complete  History  of  Scotland  has  been  long  felt;  and  from  the 
specimen  which  the  volume  before  us  gives  of  the  Author's  talents  and  capacity 
for  the  task  he  has  undertaken,  it  may  be  reasonably  inferred  that  the  deficiency 
•will  be  very  ably  supplied.  The  descriptions  of  the  battles  are  concise,  but  full  of 
spirit.  The  events  are  themselves  of  the  most  romantic  kind,  and  are  detailed  in 
a  very  picturesque  and  forcible  style.' — Timet. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  3s., 

TRIUMPH: 

&fje  (Kljrtstian  more  tfjan  Conqueror. 

BY  THE  EEV.  GEORGE  PHILIP,  M.A.,  FREE  ST.  JOHN'S 

CHURCH,  EDINBURGH. 

'  We  have,  in  this  little  volume,  a  very  gem  of  scriptural,  Christian 
thoughtfulness,  of  sagacious  Christian  joyfulness,  of  cultured  intellect, 
of  purest  literary  taste,  and  of  finest  genuine  feeling.' — British  and 
Foreign  Evangelical  Review. 
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NIMMO'S 
LIBRARY    EDITION   OF   STANDARD    WORKS, 

In- large  Demy  8vo,  with  Steel  Portrait  and  Vignette,  handsomely 
bound,  Roxburgh  style,  gilt  tops,  price  5s.  each. 


THE   COMPLETE  WORKS 

OF  WILLIAM  SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With  Biographical 
Sketch  by  MARY  C.  CLARKE; 
and  a  Copious  Glossary. 


THE  COMPLETE  POETI- 
CAL AND  PROSE  WORKS 
OF  ROBERT  BURNS.  With 
Life  and  Variorum  Notes. 


m. 

THE      MISCELLANEOUS 

WORKS       OF      OLIVER 
GOLDSMITH. 


THE    POETICAL   WORKS 

OF  LORD  BYRON.     Illus- 
trated by  eminent  Artists. 


JOSEPHUS  :    The  Whole 

Works  of  FLAVIUS  JOSEPHUS, 
the  Jewish  Historian.  Trans- 
lated by  WHISTON. 


THE   ARABIAN  NIGHTS' 

ENTERTAINMENTS. 
Illustrated  with  upwards  of 
100  original  Engravings. 
vn. 

THE  WORKS  OP  JONA- 
THAN SWIFT,  D.D.  Care- 
fully selected,  with  Life  of  the 
Author,  and  original  and 
authentic  Notes, 
vin. 

THE  WORKS  OF  DANIEL 

DEFOE.  Carefully  selected 
from  the  most  authentic 
sources ;  with  Life  of  Author. 

THE  WORKSHOP  TOBIAS 

SMOLLETT.  Carefully 
selected  from  the  most 
authentic  sources ;  with  Life 
of  Author. 

THE        CANTERBURY 

TALES  AND  FAERIE 
QUEEN,  with  other  Poems 
of  CHAUCER  and  SPENSER. 
Edited  for  Popular  Perusal, 
with  current  Illustrative  and 
Explanatory  Notes. 


***  The  above  Works  may  also  he  had  elegantly  bound  In  half-calf  extra, 
gilt  back,  price  8s.  each. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  6s., 

WAYSIDE   THOUGHTS   OF 
A  PROFESSOR: 

BEING  A  SERIES  OF  DESULTORY  ESSAYS  ON  EDUCATION. 

BY  D'AKCY  WENTWORTH  THOMPSON, 

Professor  of  Greek,  Queen's  College,  Gal  way;  Author  of  'Day  Dreams 
of  a  Schoolmaster;'  'Sales  Attici,'  etc.  etc. 
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Demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  10s.  6d'., 

JAMIESON'S    SCOTTISH   DICTIONARY. 

Abridged  from  the  Dictionary  and  Supplement  (in  4  vols.  4to),  by 
JOHN  JOHNSTONS.  An  entirely  new  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged, 
by  JOHN  LONGMUIK,  A.M.,  LL.D.,  formerly  Lecturer  in  King's  Col- 
lege and  University,  Aberdeen. 


Second  Edition,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  3s.  6d., 

FAMILY  PRAYERS   TOR  FIYE  WEEKS, 

WITH  PRAYERS  FOR  SPECIAL  OCCASIONS,  AND  A  TABLE  FOR  READING 
THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES  THROUGHOUT  THE  YEAR. 

BY  WILLIAM   WILSON,  MINISTER  OF  KIPPEN. 


In  demy  8vo,  richly  bound  in  cloth  and  gold,  price  6s.  6d., 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  JAMES  THOMSON, 

EDITED  BY  CHARLES   COWDEN   CLAEKE. 

Illustrated  with  choice  Full-page  Engravings  on  Steel,  printed  in 

Colours  by  KRONHEIM  &  Co. 


Demy  8vo,  bound,  price  3s.  6d., 

THE  MECHANIC'S  AND   STUDENT'S  GUIDE 

IN  THE 

DESIGNING  AND  CONSTRUCTION  OF  GENERAL  MACHINE  GEARING, 

As  Eccentrics,  Screws,  Toothed  Wheels,   etc.,  and  the  Drawing  of 
Rectilineal  and  Curved  Surfaces ;  with  Practical  Rules  and  Details. 

Illustrate!)  bttfj  numerous  ©riginal  fEngrabmgs. 

EDITED    BY   FRANCIS    HERBERT    JOYNSON, 
Author  of  'The  Metals  used  in  Construction.' 

'As  a  whole,  the  work  may  be  commended  for  its  general  correctness,  brevity, 
neatness,  and  the  way  in  which  it  necessitates  the  drawing  forth  from  the  mental 
stores  the  technical  knowledge  stowed  away  as  a  "  foundation."  ....  We  may 
remark  that  many  London  schools  have  for  some  time  adopted  the  examples  to 
he  found  in  Mr.  Joynson's  work  as  exercises  for  youth,  and  that  the  said  youth 
eventually  find  them  of  great  use.  Surely  this  is  commendation  indeed,  and  with 
this  we  close  a  brief  notice  of  a  very  nicely  got-up  and  creditable  volume.' — Eng- 
lish Mechanic. 
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NIMMO'S  FIVE  SHILLING  ILLUSTRATED 
GIFT-BOOKS. 


Crown  8vo,  beautifully  printed  on  superfine  paper,  profusely  illustrated 
by  eminent  Artists,  and  richly  bound  in  cloth  and  gold  and  gilt 
edges,  price  5s.  each. 

I. 

SWOED  AND  PEN ;  Or,  English  Worthies  in  the  Eeign 

of  Elizabeth.    By  WALTEE  CLINTON. 
II. 

NOEELE   SETON  ;   Or,  Driven  to  Sea,    By  Mrs,  George 

CUPPLES,  Author  of  '  Unexpected  Pleasures,'  etc. 
III. 

THE   CIRCLE   OP  THE   TEAK;   Or,  Studies  of  Nature 

and  Pictures  of  the  Seasons.    By  W.  H.  DAVENPOBT  ADAMS. 

IV. 

POOD  AND  EAIMENT;  Or,  the  Treasures  of  the  Earth  and 
their  Uses  to  Man.  By  the  Kev.  JOHN.MONTGOMEKY,  M.A. 

V. 

STOEIES  OP  SCHOOL  LIFE.    By  Ascott  E.  Hope. 

VI. 

THE   BATTLE   HISTOEY   OP    SCOTLAND.      Tales  of 

Chivalry  and  Adventure.    By  CHAKLES  ALFKED  MAXWELL. 
VII. 

THE  SEA  KINGS  OP  OEKNEY.     And  other  Historical 

Tales.    By  the  same  Author. 

VIII. 

ENGLISH   AND    SCOTTISH   OHLTALET.      Tales   from 

Authentic  Chronicles  and  Histories.    By  the  same  Author. 
IX. 

THE  WAES  OF  ENGLAND  AND  SCOTLAND.    Histori- 

cal  Tales  of  Bravery  and  Heroism.    By  the  same  Author. 


NIMMO'S  '€ARMJNfi'  -GIFT-BOOHS, 


i. 

Small  4to,  beautifully  printed  within  red  lines  on  superior  paper, 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth  extra,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  price 
7s.  6d., 

ROSES     AND      HOLLY: 

a  (Mft*Boofc  for  aft  tje  gear. 

With  Original  Illustrations  by  eminent  Artists. 

'This  Is  really  a  collection  of  art  and  literary  gems—the  prettiest  book,  take  it 
all  in  all,  that  we  have  seen  this  season.'— Illustrated  Times. 


II. 

Uniform  with  the  above,  price  7s.  6d., 

PEN  AND  PENCIL  PICTURES  FROM  THE  POETS. 

With  Choice  Illustrations  by  the  most  eminent  Artists. 


ill. 
Uniform  with  the  above,  price  7s.  6d., 

GEMS   OF    LITERATURE: 

ELEGANT,  EAEE,  AND  SUGGESTIVE. 
Illustrated  by  distinguished- Artists. 

'  For  really  luxurious  books,  Nimmo's  "  Pen  and  Pencil  Pictures  from  the  Poets  " 
and  "  Gems  of  Literature  "  may  be  well  recommended.  They  are  luxurious  in  the 
binding,  in  the  print,  hi  the  engravings,  and  in  the  paper." — Morning  Post. 


IV. 

Uniform  with  the  above,  price  7s.  6d., 

THE  BOOK  OF  ELEGANT  EXTRACTS. 

Profusely  Illustrated  by  the  most  eminent  Artists. 


V. 
Uniform  with  the  above,  price  7s.  6d., 

THE   GOLDEN   GIFT. 

-  A  BOOK  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

Profusely  Illustrated  with  Original  Engravings  on  Wood  by 
eminent  Artists. 
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NIMMO'8   POPULAR   EDITION   OF  THE 
WORKS  OF  THE   POETS. 


In  fcap.  8vo,  printed  on  toned  paper,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth  extra, 
gilt  edges,  price  3s.  6d.  each ;  or  in  morocco  antique,  price  6s.  6d. 
each ;  or  morocco  extra,  with  inlaid  ivory  on  side,  price  7s.  6d. 
each.  Each  Volume  contains  a  Memoir,  and  is  illustrated  with  a 
Portrait  of  the  Author,  engraved  on  Steel,  and  numerous  full-page 
Illustrations  on  Wood,  from  designs  by  eminent  Artists. 


Longfellow's  Poetical  Works, 
n. 

Scott's  Poetical  Works, 

m. 
Byron's  Poetical  Works, 

IV. 

Moore's  Poetical  Works, 

v. 
Wordsworth's  Poetical  Works, 

VI. 

Oowper's  Poetical  Works, 

vn. 
Milton's  Poetical  Works, 

V1U. 

Thomson's  Poetical  Works. 


Beattie  and  Goldsmith's 
Poetical  Works, 

X. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works, 

XI. 

Burns's  Poetical  Works, 

XII. 

The  Oasquet  of  Gems, 

A  Volume  of  Choice  Selections  from 

the  Works  of  the  Poets. 

xm. 

The  Book  of  Humorons 

Poetry, 

xrv. 

Ballads:  Scottish  and 
English, 


%*  This  Series  of  Books,  from  the  very  superior  manner  in  which  it 
is  produced,  is  at  once  the  cheapest  and  handsomest  edition  of  the  Poets 
in  the  market.  The  volumes  form  elegant  and  appropriate  presents  as 
School  Prizes  and  Gift-Books,  either  in  cloth  or  morocco. 

'  They  are  a  marvel  of  cheapness,  some  of  the  volumes  extending  to 
as  many  as  700,  and  even  900,  pages,  printed  on  toned  paper  in  a 
beautifully  clear  type.  Add  to  this,  that  they  are  profusely  illustrated 
with  wood  engravings,  are  elegantly  and  tastefully  bound,  and  that 
they  are  published  at  3s.  6d.  each,  and  our  recommendation  of  them  is 
complete. — Scotsman. 


jjnlrli${}t&  bg  TOIiam  |).  Jpmmo. 


ii 


UNIFORM      WITH 

NIMMO'8    POPULAR    EDITION    OF   THE 
WORKS  OF  THE  POETS, 


The  Complete  Works  of 
Shakespeare. 

With  Biographical  Sketch  by 
MARY  COWDEN  CLARKE.  Two 
Volumes,  price  3s.  6d.  each. 

n. 

The  Arabian  Nights' 
Entertainments, 

With  One  Hundred  Illustrations 
on  Wood.  Two  Volumes,  price 
3s.  (Jd.  each. 

m. 

Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress 
and  Holy  War, 

Complete  in  One  Volume. 


Lives  of  the  British 
Poets: 

Biographies  of  the  most  eminent 
British  Poets,  with  Specimens 
of  their  Writings.  Twelve 
Portraits  on  Steel,  and  Twelve 
Full-page  Illustrations. 

v. 

The  Prose  Works  of 
Bobert  Burns, 

Correspondence  complete, Bemarks 
on  Scottish  Song,  Letters  to 
Clarinda,  Commonplace  Books, 
etc.  etc. 


NIMMO'S  FAVOURITE  GIFT-BOOKS, 

In  small  8vo,  Illustrated,  printed  on  toned  paper,  richly  bound  in  cloth 
and  gold  and  gilt  edges,  with  new  and  original  Frontispiece, 
printed  in  colours  by  KHONHEIM,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

L  IV. 

The  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  ^sop's  Tables, 

BY  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

n. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress, 

m. 

The  Life  and  Adventures 
of  Eobinson  Crusoe, 

»„*  The  above  are  very  elegant  and  remarkably  cheap  editions  of 
these  old  favourite  Works. 


BY  DB.  CBOXAU. 


v. 


The  History  of  Sandford 
and  Merton, 

Evenings  at  Home; 
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COMPLETION  OF  TEE  COPYRIGHT  EDITION  OF 

WILSON'S 

TALES     OF    THE     BORDERS, 

EDITED  BY  ALEXANDER  LEIGHTON, 

One  of  the  Original  Editors  and  Contributors. 

In  announcing  the  completion  of  the  Copyright  Edition  of  the  BOR- 
DER TALES,  the  Publisher  does  not  consider  it  necessary  to  say  anything 
in  recommendation  of  a  work  which  has  stood  the  test  of  a  general  com- 
petition, and  which  has  increased  in  public  favour  with  its  years. 
Equally  suited  to  all  classes  of  readers,  it  has  been  received  with  delight 
in  the  school-room,  the  drawing-room,  the  parlour,  and  the  village  read- 
ing-room. Many  of  the  Tales  have  been  publicly  read.  The  high  tone 
of  its  morality  renders  it  an  admirable  small  library  for  young  members 
of  the  family. 

The  new  Copyright  Edition  will  contain  four  additional  Volumes, 
now  first  published,  which  will  complete  the  work.  It  will  be  issued 
in  Twenty-four  Monthly  Volumes,  price  Is.  each,  sewed  in  elegant 
wrapper,  commencing  March  1st,  1869.  But  at  the  same  time  the  entire 
work  will  be  kept  on  sale,  so  that  all  who  desire  to  possess  it  —  either 
complete,  or  any  separate  volume  thereof  —  can  be  supplied  at  once. 
Each  volume  is  complete  in  itself,  forming  an  independent  collection 
of  stories.  The  work  may  also  be  had  in  Twelve  Double  Volumes, 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  price  3s.  each,  or  in  Roxburgh  gilt  top,  for 
libraries,  etc.,  price  4s.  6d.  each. 

Those  who  already  possess  the  first  twenty  Volumes  are  recommended 
to  complete  their  sets  by  purchasing  the  four  New  Volumes,  the  last  of 
which  will  contain  a  Steel  Portrait  of  the  Editor  and  principal  contri- 
butor, Alexander  Leighton,  with  a  copious  Glossary. 


A  NEW  TALE  BY  HARRIET  MILLER  DAVIDSON. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  6s., 

CHRISTIAN   OSBORNE'S   FRIENDS. 

A    TALE 

BY  MRS.  HARRIET  MILLER  DAVIDSON, 
Author  of  '  Isobel  Jardine's  History.' 

'  There  Is  an  entire  absence  of  cant  in  the  book ;  the  principal  heroine  (f  o  r  there 
are  two),  Mercy  Lester,  reminds  us  of  Dinah  in  "Adam  Bede,"  and  occasionally 
of  Currer  Bell's  "  Shirley."  She  unites  in  her  person  some  of  the  qualities  which 
distinguish  both ;  and  while  we  would  not  imply  that  Mrs.  Davidson  occupies  so 
high  a  position  as  George  Eliot  or  Currer  Bell,  we  must  admit  that  she  possesses 
in  a  minor  degree  some  of  the  qualities  which  have  made  their  writings  so  re- 
markably successful' — The  Nonconformist. 
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NIMMO'S 
HANDY  BOOKS  OF  USEFUL  KNOWLEDGE. 

Foolscap  8vo,  uniformly  bound  in  cloth  extra. 

PEICE  ONE  SHILLING  EACH. 


L 
THE    EARTH'S    CRUST. 

A  Handy  Outline  of  Geology.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Third 
Edition.  By  DAVID  PAGE,  LL.D.,  F.E.S.E.,  F.G.S.,  Author  of 
1  Text-Books  of  Geology  and  Physical  Geography,'  etc. 

'  Such  a  work  as  this  was  much  wanted, — a  work  giving  in  clear  and  intelligible 
outline  the  leading  facts  of  the  science,  without  amplification  or  irksome  details. 
It  is  admirable  in  arrangement,  and  clear,  easy,  and  at  the  same  time  forcible,  in 
style.  It  will  lead,  we  hope,  to  the  introduction  of  geology  into  many  schools  that 
have  neither  time  nor  room  for  the  study  of  large  treatises.' — The  Museum. 

II. 

POULTRY   AS   A   MEAT    SUPPLY: 

Being  Hints  to  Henwives  how  to  Bear  and  Manage  Poultry  Economi- 
cally and  Profitably.  Fourth  Edition.  By  the  Author  of  '  The 
Poultry  Kalendar.' 

'The  Author's  excellent  aim  is  to  teach  henwives  how  to  make  the  poultry-yard 
a  profitable  as  well  as  pleasant  pursuit,  and  to  popularize  poultry-rearing  among 
the  rural  population  generally.' — The  Globe. 

III. 

HOW    TO    BECOME    A    SUCCESSFUL 
ENGINEER: 

Being  Hints  to  Youths  intending  to  adopt  the  Profession.  Third 
Edition.  By  BEKNARD  STUAKT,  Engineer. 

1  Parents  and  guardians,  with  youths  under  their  charge  destined  for  the  pro- 
fession, as  well  as  youths  themselves,  who  intend  to  adopt  it,  will  do  well  to  study 
and  obey  the  plain  curriculum  in  this  little  book.  Its  doctrine  will,  we  hesitate 
not  to  say,  if  practised,  tend  to  fill  the  ranks  of  the  profession  with  men  conscious 
of  the  heavy  responsibilities  placed  in  their  charge.' — Practical  Mechanic's  Journal. 

IV. 

RATIONAL     COOKERY: 

Cookery  made  Practical  and  Economical,  in  connection  with  the 
Chemistry  of  Food.  Fifth  Edition.  By  HARTELAW  KETO. 

'A  thousand  times  more  useful  as  a  marriage-gift  than  the  usual  gewgaw 
presents,  would  be  this  very  simple  manual  for  the  daily  guidance  of  the  youthful 
bride  in  one  of  her  most  important  domestic  duties.' — Glasgow  Citizen. 
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NIMMO'S 
HANDY  BOOKS  OP  USEPUL  KNOWLEDGE— 

Continued. 


VI. 

DOMESTIC    MEDICINE: 

Plain  and  Brief  Directions  for  the  Treatment  requisite  before  Advice 
can  be  obtained.  Second  Edition.  By  OFFLEY  BOHUN  SHORE, 
Doctor  of  Medicine  of  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  etc.  etc.  etc. 

"This  is  one  of  the  medicine  books  that  ought  to  be  published.  It  is  from 
the  pen  of  Dr.  Shore,  an  eminent  physician,  and  it  is  dedicated,  by  permission,  to 
Sir  James  Y.  Simpson,  Bart.,  one  of  the  first  physicians  of  the  age,' — The  Standard. 


VII. 

DOMESTIC     MANAGEMENT: 

Hints  on  the  Training  and  Treatment  of  Children  and  Servants. 
By  MRS.  CHARLES  DOIG. 

'  This  is  an  excellent  book  of  its  kind,  a  handbook  to  family  life  which  will  do 
much  towards  promoting  comfort  and  happiness.'— The  Spectator. 


VIIL 

FREE-HAND     DRAWING: 

A  Guide  to  Ornamental,  Figure,  and  Landscape  Drawing.  By  an 
AKT  STUDENT,  Author  of  'Ornamental  and  Figure  Drawing.' 
Profusely  Illustrated. 

'  This  is  an  excellent  and  thoroughly  practical  guide  to  ornamental,  figure,  and 
landscape  drawing.  Beginners  could  not  make  a  better  start  than  with  this  capital 
little  book.' — Morning  Star. 


IX. 

THE  METALS  USED  IN  CONSTRUCTION : 

Iron,  Steel,  Bessemer  Metal,  etc.  etc.    By  FRANCIS  HERBERT  JOYNSON. 
Illustrated. 

'In  the  interests  of  practical  science,  we  are  bound  to  notice  this  work;  and  to 
those  who  wish  further  information,  we  should  say,  buy  it ;  and  the  outlay,  we 
honestly  believe,  will  be  considered  a  shilling  well  spent.' — Scientific  Review. 


OTHER  VOLUMES  IN  PREPARATION. 
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Popular  Works  by  the  Author  of  '  Heaven  our  Home,' 

i. 
ONE  HUNDREDTH  THOUSAND. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  price  3s.  6d., 

HEAVEN     OUR     HOME. 

1  The  author  of  the  volume  before  us  endeavours  to  describe  what  heaven  Is,  as 
shown  by  the  light  of  reason  and  Scripture  ;  and  we  promise  the  reader  many 
charming  pictures  of  heavenly  bliss,  founded  upon  undeniable  authority,  and 
described  with  the  pen  of  a  dramatist,  which  cannot  fail  to  elevate  the  soul  as 
well  as  to  delight  the  imagination  ......  Part  Second  proves,  in  a  manner  as 

beautiful  as  it  is  convincing,  the  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  RECOGNITION  OF  FEIENDS  IN 
HEAVEN,  —  a  subject  of  which  the  author  makes  much,  introducing  many  touching 
scenes  of  Scripture  celebrities  meeting  in  heaven  and  discoursing  of  their  experi- 
ence on  earth.  Part  Third  DEMONSTRATES  THE  INTEREST  WHICH  THOSE  IN  HEAVEN 

FEEL  IN  EARTH,  AND  PROVES,  WITH  REMARKABLE  CLEARNESS,  THAT  SUCH  AN  INTE- 
REST EXISTS  NOT  ONLY  WITH  THE  ALMIGHTY  AND  AMONG  THE  ANGELS,  BUT  ALSO 

AMONG  THE  SPIRITS  OF  DEPARTED  FRIENDS.  We  unhesitatingly  give  our  opinion 
that  this  volume  is  one  of  the  most  delightful  productions  of  a  religious  character 
which  has  appeared  for  some  time  ;  and  we  would  desire  to  see  it  pass  into  exten- 
sive circulation.'  —  Glasgow  Herald. 


A  Cheap  Edition  of 

HEAVEN     OUR     HOME, 

Iu  crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  price  Is.  6d.,  is  also  published. 

II. 
TWENTY-NINTH  THOUSAND. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  price  3s.  6d., 

MEET     FOR     HEAVEN. 

"The  author,  in  his  or  her  former  work,  "Heaven  our  Home,"  portrayed  a 

SOCIAL  HEAVEN,  WHERE  SCATTERED  FAMILIES  MEET  AT  LAST  III  LOVING  INTER- 
COURSE AND  IN  POSSESSION  OF  PERFECT  RECOGNITION,  to  spend  a  never-ending 
eternity  of  peace  and  love.  In  the  present  work  the  individual  state  of  the  chil- 
dren of  God  is  attempted  to  be  unfolded,  and  more  especially  the  state  of  proba- 
tion which  is  set  apart  for  them  on  earth  to  fit  and  prepare  erring  mortals  for  the 
society  of  the  saints.  ....  The  work,  as  a  whole,  displays  an  originality  of  con- 
ception, a  flow  of  language,  and  a  closeness  of  reasoning  rarely  found  in  religious 
publications The  author  combats  the  pleasing  and  generally  accepted  belief, 

that  DEATH  WILL  EFFECT  AN   ENTIRE   CHANGE   ON   THE   SPIRITUAL   CONDITION   OF 

OUR  SOULS,  and  that  all  who  enter  into  bliss  will  be  placed  on  a  common  level.' — 
Glasgow  Herald. 


A  Cheap  Edition  of 

MEET     FOR     HEAVEN, 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  price  Is.  6d.,  is  also  published. 
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Works  by  the  Author  of  '  Heaven  our  Home  '  —  continued. 

_  IIL 

TWENTY-FIBST  THOUSAND. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  price  3s.  6d., 

LIFE      IN      HEAVEN. 

THERE,  FAITH  is  CHANGED  INTO  SIGHT,  AND  HOPE  is  PASSED  INTO 
BLISSFUL  FRUITION. 

"This  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  remarkable  works  which  have  been  issued 
from  the  press  during  the  present  generation  ;  and  we  have  no  doubt  it  will  prove 
as  acceptable  to  the  public  as  the  two  attractive  volumes  to  which  it  forms  an 
appropriate  and  beautiful  sequel.'  —  Cheltenham  Journal. 

'  We  think  this  work  well  calculated  to  remove  many  erroneous  ideas  respecting 
our  future  state,  and  to  put  before  its  readers  such  an  idea  of  the  reality  of  our 
existence  there,  as  may  tend  to  make  a  future  world  more  desirable  and  more 
sought  for  than  it  is  at  present.'  —  Cambridge  University  Chronicle. 

'This,  like  its  companion  works,  "  Heaven  pur  Home,"  and  "  Meet  for  Heaven," 
needs  no  adventitious  circumstances,  no  prestige  of  literary  renown,  to  recommend 
it  to  the  consideration  of  the  reading  public,  and,  like  its  predecessors,  will  no 
doubt  circulate  by  tens  of  thousands  throughout  the  land.'  —  Glasgow  Examiner. 


A  Cheap  Edition  of 

LIFE     IN     HEAVEN, 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  price  Is.  6d.,  is  also  published. 

IV. 
SEVENTH  THOUSAND. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  price  3s.  6d., 

CHRIST'S     TRANSFIGURATION; 

OR,  TABOR'S  TEACHINGS. 

4  The  work  opens  up  to  view  a  heaven  to  be  prized,  and  a  home  to  be  sought  for, 
and  presents  it  in  a  cheerful  and  attractive  aspect.  The  beauty  and  elegance  of 
the  language  adds  grace  and  dignity  to  the  subject,  and  will  tend  to  secure  to  it 
the  passport  to  public  favour  so  deservedly  merited  and  obtained  by  the  author's 
former  productions.'— Montrose  Standard. 

1 A  careful  reading  of  this  volume  will  add  immensely  to  the  interest  of  the  New 
Testament  narrative  of  the  Transfiguration,  and  so  far  will  greatly  promote  our 
personal  interest  in  the  will  of  God  as  revealed  in  his  word.' — Wesleyan  Times. 


A  Cheap  Edition  of 

CHRIST'S     TRANSFIGURATION, 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  price  Is.  6d.,  is  also  published. 

%*  Aggregate  Sale  of  the  above  Popular  Works,  157,000  copies. 
In  addition  to  this,  they  have  been  reprinted  and  extensively  circu- 
lated in  America. 
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NIMMO'S   PRESENTATION   SERIES   OF 
STANDARD    WORKS. 


In  small  Crown  8vo,  printed  on  toned  paper,  bound  in  cloth  extra,  gilt 

edges,  bevelled  boards,  with  Portrait  engraved  on  Steel, 

price  3s.  6d.  each. 

vn. 
THE  MIRROR  OF  CHARACTER. 

SELECTED  FROM  THE  WRITINGS  OF 

OYERBURY,    EARLE,    AND    BUTLER. 

VIII. 

MEN     OF     HISTORY. 
By  Eminent  Writers. 

IX. 

OLD  WORLD  WORTHIES; 

OK,  CLASSICAL  BIOGRAPHY. 

SELECTED  FROM 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES. 

x. 

THE  MAN  OF  BUSINESS 

Considered  in    Six  Aspects. 

A  BOOK  FOB  YOUNG  MEN. 

XI. 

WOMEN    OF    HISTORY. 

By  Eminent  Writers. 

xn. 

THE  IMPROVEMENT  OF  THE  MIND. 

By  Isaac  Watts, 
xm. 

TALES  OF  OLD  ENGLISH  LIFE; 

OR,  PICTURES  OF  THE  PERIODS. 
By  W.  F.  Collier,  LL.D. 


WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  ALLEGORY. 

Selected  from  '  The  Spectator.' 

BENJAMIN    FRANKLIN: 

A  BIOGRAPHY. 
rn. 

THE  WORLD'S  WAY: 

LAYS  OF  LIFE  AND  LABOUR. 

rv. 

TRAVELS  IN  AFRICA. 
THB  LIFE  AND  TRAVELS  OF 

MUNGO    PARK. 

With  a  Supplementary  Chapter, 
detailing  the  results  of  recent 
Discovery  in  Africa. 

v. 

WALLACE, 
THE  HERO  OF  SCOTLAND: 

A  BIOGRAPHY. 
By  James  Paterson. 

VI. 

EPOCH    MEN, 

AND  THE  RESULTS  OF  THEIR 

LIVES. 
By  Samuel  Neil. 


*,*  This  elegant  and  useful  Series  of  Books  has  been  specially 
prepared  for  School  and  College  Prizes:  they  are,  however,  equally 
suitable  for  General  Presentation.  In  selecting  the  works  for  this 
Series,  the  aim  of  the  publisher  has  been  to  produce  books  of  a  perma- 
nent value,  interesting  in  manner  and  instructive  in  matter — books  that 
youth  will  read  eagerly  and  with  profit,  and  which  will  be  found  equally 
attractive  in  after  life. 
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NIMMO'S  HALF-CROWN  REWARD  BOOKS, 

Extra  Foolscap  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  Illustrated, 
price  2s.  6d.  each. 


Memorable  Wars  of  Scotland, 

BT 

PATRICK  FRASER  TYTLER,  F.R.S.E., 
Author  of  '  History  of  Scotland,'  eta 


Seeing  the  World : 

§t  Doting  Sailor's  ©fan  Storg. 

BY  CHARLES  NORDHOFF. 

in. 

The  Martyr  Missionary : 

Jifrt  §*ara  in  CJjina. 
BY  REV.  CHARLES  P.  BUSH,  M.A. 

rv. 

My  New  Home : 
&  SBontan's 


Home  Heroines : 

Salts     for     <Sirls. 
BY  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 

VL 

Lessons  from  "Women's  Lives. 
BY  SARAH  J.  HALE. 

VII. 

The  Eoseville  Family : 

§Ln  liistorical   Sale  of  ifce 

<Sig^tttnt^  Ctntnrg. 

BY  MRS.  A.  S.  ORR. 

vm. 
Leah: 

g,  ffale  of  ginritnt  faltstine. 
BY  MRS.  A.  S.  ORR. 

IX. 

Champions  of  the  Reformation. 

Ebt  glories  oi  tbtir 


NIMMO'8  TWO  SHILLING   REWARD   BOOKS. 

Foolscap  8vo,  Illustrated,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth  extra,  bevelled 
boards,  gilt  back  and  side,  gilt  edges,  price  2s.  each. 


The  Par  North: 

Explorations  in  the  Arctic 

Regions. 
BY  ELISIIA  KENT  KAXE,  M.D. 

H. 

The  Young  Men  of  the  Bible ; 
BY  REV.  JOSEPH  A.  COLLIEE. 

m. 
The  Blade  and  the  Ear: 

A  Book  for  Young  Men. 
rv. 

Monarchs  of  Ocean : 

Narratives  of  Maritime  Discovery 

and  Progress. 


Life's  Grosses,  and  How  to 

Meet  them. 
BY  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 

VI. 

A  Father's  Legacy  to  his 

Daughters ;  etc, 

A  Book  for  Young  Women. 

BY  DR.  GREGORY. 

vn. 

Great  Men  ofEuTopean  History . 
BY  DAVID  PRYDE,  M.A. 

VIII. 

Mountain  Patriots  : 
A  Tale  of  the  Reformation  in 

Savoy. 
BY  MRS.  A.  S.  ORR. 


hg 
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NIMMO'S  EIGHTEENPENNY  REWARD  BOOKS. 

Demy  18mo,  Illustrated,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  price  Is.  6d.  each. 


The  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 

Poems  and  Essays. 
BY  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

n. 
51  sop's  Tables, 

With.  Instructive  Applications. 
BY  DE.  CROXALL. 

m. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress, 

IV. 

The  Young  Man-of- War's 

Man. 
A  Boy's  Voyage  round  the  World. 

v. 
The  Treasury  of  Anecdote : 

Moral  and  Religious. 


The  Boy's  Own  Workshop, 
Br  JACOB  ABBOTT. 

vn. 
The  Life  and  Adventures  of 

Eobinson  Crusoe. 

vm. 

The  History  of  Sandford 
and  Merton, 

DC. 

Evenings  at  Home. 

Or,  The  Juvenile  Budget  Opened 

X. 

Unexpected  Pleasures. 

By  MRS.  G  EORGE  CUPPLES,  Author 
of  '  The  Little  Captain,'  etc. 


*„*  The  above  Series  of  elegant  and  useful  books  are  specially  pre- 
pared for  the  entertainment  and  instruction  of  young  persons. 

NiMMO'S  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  REWARD  BOOKS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Illustrated,  price  Is.  6d.  each. 


Bible  Blessings. 
BY  REV.  RICHARD  NEWTON. 

n. 

One  Hour  a  Week : 
Jfiftg-ifon  JHbU  "gtsaanB  for  i|j 


m. 

The  Best  Things, 
BY  REV.  RICHARD  NEWTON. 

rv. 

Grace  Harvey  and  her 
Cousins, 


Lessons  from  Eose  Hill; 

AND 

Little  Nannette. 

VI. 

Great  and  Good  Women: 

Diogntp||ies  for  (Sirls. 
BY  LYDIA  H.  SIGOURNEY. 

vn. 

At  Home  and  Abroad;   or, 
Vnb 


via. 
The  Kind  Governess;  or, 

58ofa  to 


gooks  published  fag 


$.  Sfimma. 


NIMMO'S  ONE  SHILLING  JUVENILE  BOOKS, 

Foolscap  8vo,  Coloured  Frontispiece,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth, 

Illuminated,  price  Is.  each. 
i. 

Four  Little  People  and  their 
friends, 


n. 

Elizabeth; 
©r,  Stjjt  (Exilts  of 

m. 
Paul  and  Virginia. 

IV. 

Little  Threads. 

v. 
Benjamin  Franklin. 

VI. 

Barton  Todd. 


VII. 

The  Perils  of  Greatness, 

vm. 

Little  Crowns,  and  How  to 
Win  Them. 

IX. 

Great  Riches. 

X. 

The  Eight  Way,  and 
the  Contrast, 

XI. 

The  Daisy's  First  Winter. 

XIL 

The  Man  of  the  Mountain. 


Demy  18mo,  Illustrated,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  side, 
gilt  edges,  price  6d.  each. 

vn. 

Story  Pictures  from  the  Bible, 


Pearls  for  Little  People, 

IL 

Great  Lessons  for 
Little  People, 

ni. 

Eeason  in  Ehyme, 

rv. 

.ZEsop's  Little  Fable  Book, 

V. 

Grapes  from  the  Great  Vine, 
The  Pot  of  Gold, 


VIII. 

The  Tables  of  Stone. 

IX. 

Ways  of  Doing  Good. 

X. 

Stories  about  our  Dogs. 

zt 
The  Eed-Winged  Goose. 

XII. 

The  Hermit  of  the  Hills. 


NIMMO'S  FOURPENNY  JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

The  above  Series  of  Books  are  also  done  up  in  elegant  Enamelled  Paper 
Covers,  beautif ully  printed  in  Colours,  price  44  each. 

V  The  distinctive  features  of  the  New  Series  of  Sixpenny  and  One  Shilling 
Juvenile  Books  are:  The  Subjects  of  each  Volume  have  been  selected  with  a  due 
regard  to  Instruction  and  Entertainment;  they  are  well  printed  on  fine  paper  in 
a  superior  manner;  the  Shilling  Series  is  Illustrated  with  Frontispieces  printed  m 
Colours;  the  Sixpenny  Series  has  beautiful  Engravings;  and  they  are  elegantly 
bound. 
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NIMMO'S  POPULARJEUMOUS  GIFT-BOOKS, 

ISmo,  finely  printed  on  toned  paper,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth  extra, 
bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  price  Is.  Cd.  each. 

I. 

Across  the  River:  Twelve  Views  of  Heaven. 

By  NORMAN  MACLEOD,  D.D. ;  B.  W.  HAMILTON,  D.D. ;  ROBERT  S. 
CANDLISH,  D.D. ;  JAMES  HAMILTON,  D.D. ;  etc.  etc.  etc. 
'A  more  charming  little  work  has  rarely  fallen  under  our  notice,  or  one  that 
will  more  faithfully  direct  the  steps  to  that  better  land  it  should  be  the  aim  of  all 
to  seek.' — BeVs  Messenger. 

n. 

Emblems    of    Jesus  ;     or,     Illustrations    of 

Emmanuel's  Character  and  Work. 
m. 

Life  Thoughts  of  Eminent  Christians. 

rv. 

Comfort  for  the  Desponding;   or,  Words  to 

Soothe  and  Cheer  Troubled  Hearts. 
v. 

The  Chastening  of  Love;  or,  Words  of  Con- 
solation to  the  Christian  Mourner.  By  JOSEPH  PARKER,  D.D., 
Manchester. 

VI. 

The  Cedar  Christian.    By  the  Rev.  Theodore 

L.  CUYLER. 

vn. 
Consolation  for  Christian  Mothers  bereaved 

OF  LITTLB  CHILDREN.    By  A  FRIEND  OF  MOURNERS. 
vin. 

The  Orphan;   or,  Words  of  Comfort  for  the 

Fatherless  and  Motherless. 

IX. 

Gladdening  Streams;  or,  The  Waters  of  the 

Sanctuary.    A  Book  for  Fragments  of  Time  on  each  Lord's  Day 
of  the  Year. 

x. 

Spirit  of  the  Old  Divines. 

XI. 

Choice  Gleanings  from  Sacred  Writers. 

XII. 

Direction  in  Prayer.     By  Peter  Grant,  D.D., 

Author  of  '  Emblems  of  Jesus,'  etc. 

XIII. 

Scripture    Imagery.     By   Peter  Grant,  D.D,, 

Author  of  '  Emblems  of  Jesus,'  etc. 
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SUITABLE  FOR  PRESENTATION. 

-  o  - 

I. 

Foolscap  8vo,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth  extra,  antique, 
price  2s.  6d., 

CHRISTIAN        COMPORT. 

BT  THE  AUTHOR  OF  'EMBLEMS  OF  JESUS.' 

II. 

By  the  same  Author,  uniform  in  style  and  price, 

LIGHT     ON     THE     GRAVE. 
ra. 

Uniform  in  style  and  price, 

GLIMPSES    OP    THE    CELESTIAL    CITY, 

AND    GUIDE   TO    THE   INHERITANCE. 


Sltttrooumort  (g  rfje 
REV.  JOHN  MACFARLANE,   LL.D., 

CLAPHAM,  LONDON. 

Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  price  6s., 

THE     NATIONAL     MELODIST. 

Two  HUNDRED  STANDARD  SONGS,  WITH  SYMPHONIES  AND  ACCOM- 

PANIMENTS FOR  THE  PIANOFORTE. 

Edited  by  J.  C.  KIESEB. 


Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  price  3s.  6d., 

THE    SCOTTISH    MELODIST. 

FORTY-EIGHT  SCOTTISH  SONGS  AND  BALLADS,  WITH  SYMPHONIES  AND 
ACCOMPANIMENTS  FOR  THE  PIANOFORTE. 

Edited  by  J.  C.  KIESER. 

The  above  two  volumes  are  very  excellent  Collections  of  First-class 
Music.  The  arrangements  and  accompaniments,  as  the  name  of  the 
Editor  will  sufficiently  testify,  are  admirable.  They  form  handsome 
and  suitable  presentation  volumes. 
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NIMMO'S  INSTRUCTIVE  AND   ENTERTAINING 

ANECDOTE     BOOKS. 

Foolscap  8vo,  elegantly  printed  on  superfine  paper,  and  richly  bound 
in  cloth  and  gold  and  gilt  edges,  price  2s.  each. 
I. 

BOOKS  AND  AUTHORS. 

CURIOUS  FACTS  AND  CHARACTERISTIC  SKETCHES. 

LAW  AND  LAWYERS. 

CURIOUS  FACTS  AND  CHARACTERISTIC  SKETCHES. 
ni. 

ART  AND  ARTISTS. 

CURIOUS  FACTS  AND  CHARACTERISTIC  SKETCHES. 
rv. 

INVENTION  AND  DISCOVERY. 

CURIOUS  FACTS  AND  CHARACTERISTIC  SKETCHES. 

OMENS  AND  SUPERSTITIONS. 

CURIOUS  FACTS  AND  ILLUSTRATIVE  SKETCHES. 

VI. 

CLERGYMEN  AND  DOCTORS. 

CURIOUS  FACTS  AND  CHARACTERISTIC  SKETCHES. 

'This  series  seems  well  adapted  to  answer  the  end  proposed  by  the  publisher—- 
that of  providing,  in  a  handy  form,  a  compendium  of  wise  and  witty  sayings, 
choice  anecdotes,  and  memorable  facts.'  —  The  Bookseller. 

NIMMO'S   POCKET  TREASURIES. 

Miniature  4to,  choicely  printed  on  the  finest  toned  paper,  and  beauti- 
fully bound  in  a  new  style,  cloth,  price  Is.  each.  The  Complete 
Set  in  an  elegant  Box,  price  7s.  6d.  each. 

rv. 

The  Table  Talk 

of  Samuel  Johnson. 

LL.D. 

V. 

Gleanings 

from  the  Comedies  of 
Shakespeare. 

VI. 

Beauties  of  the 
British  Dramatists. 

'A  charming  little  Series,  well  edited  and  printed.  More  thoroughly  readable 
little  books  it  would  be  hard  to  find;  there  is  no  padding  in  them,  all  is  epigram, 
point,  poetry,  or  sound  common  sense.'  —  Publisher's  Circular. 


A  Treasury  of  Table 
Talk. 

ii. 

Epigrams 
and  Literary  Follies. 

in. 

A  Treasury  of  Poetic 
Gems. 
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In  square  8vo,  richly  bound  in  cloth  and  gold,  price  3s., 

THE  LOVES  OF  ROSE  PINK  AND  SKY  BLUE, 

AND  OTHER  STOKIES  TOLD  TO  CHILDKEN. 

By  WILLIAM  FRANCIS  COLLIER,  LL.D., 

Author  of  '  Tales  of  Old  English  Life,'  etc.  etc. 

Profusely  Illustrated  with  Original  humorous  Illustrations  on  Wood. 

'  It  is  a  clever  book  by  a  clever  man.  There  is  a  mind  in  every  page,  and  the 
illustrations  show  that  the  artist  appreciates  the  humour  of  the  author.'  —  Daily 
News. 

'  A  fanciful  and  eccentric  title  for  some  very  good  fairy  tales  told  to  the  little 
ones.'—  The  Times. 

'  The  prose  and  verse  stories  in  this  very  handsome  volume  are  of  a  healthy 
kind,  and  well  calculated  to  compass  the  object  for  which  they  have  been  written, 
namely,  the  amusement  of  our  young  folk.'  —  The  Examiner. 

'"The  Loves  of  Rose  Pink  and  Sky  Blue,  and  other  Stories  told  to  Children," 
by  Dr.  W.  F.  Collier,  is  one  of  the  most  pleasant  contributions  to  this  season's 
literature  which  comes  from  the  far  north.  It  is  genial  in  its  purpose,  pleasant 
in  its  details,  and  natural  in  its  composition.'  —  Jiell's  Messenger. 


Second  Edition,  enlarged,  price  3s.,  richly  bound, 

STORY  OF  THE  KINGS  OF  JUDAH  AND  ISRAEL. 

WRITTEN  FOR  CHILDREN. 

By  A.  O.  B. 
Illustrated  with  Full-page  Engravings  and  Map. 

'  We  have  been  much  pleased  with  the  "  Story  of  the  Kings  of  Judah,"  which 
will  prove  a  real  boon  to  children,  who  so  often  are  compelled  to  puzzle  their  little 
brains  over  the  history  of  the  Kings  of  Judah  and  Israel,  with  the  vaguest  possible 
idea  of  what  it  all  means.  This  little  work  gives  the  best  and  clearest  account 
we  have  ever  seen,  as  adapted  to  the  comprehension  of  children ;  and  the  author 
is  evidently  one  who  has  been  accustomed  to  the  training  of  young  minds,  and 
knows  how  to  meet  their  difficulties.' — Churchman's  Companion. 


A   VALUABLE    AND    ATTRACTIVE    NEW   GIFT-BOOK. 
In  Small  Quarto,  Price  10s.  6d., 

EPISODES   OF    FICTION; 

OR,   CHOICE   STORIES  FROM   THE   GREAT  NOVELISTS. 
33tofjrapfjtcal  Entrttoucttons  anti  flotcs,  etc. 


This  work  is  profusely  Illustrated  with  Original  Engravings  by  the 
most  distinguished  Artists.  It  is  beautifully  printed  at  the  BALLAN- 
TYNE  PRESS  on  superfine  paper,  and  elegantly  bound  in  cloth  and  gold. 
The  Engraving  is  executed  by  Mr.  EGBERT  PATERSON,  Edinburgh, 
who  is  well  known  for  the  excellence  of  his  work. 
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